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Ellis-Stone  &  Go. 


“GREENSBORO'S  STORE  OF  FASHION 
AND  DEPENDABLE  MERCHANDISE" 


Offers  the  newest  and  best  to  be  had  today  in  Women’s  and  Misses’  Tailored  Apparel.  Fine  Dress 
Goods,  Fashionable  Silks  and  every  known  thing  in  Ladies’  and  Misses’  Furnishings. 

Elllis-Stone  &  Co. 

The  Store  for  Mother  and  the  Girls 
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I  V.  Wallace  &  Sons  | 
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I  purchased  from  us  | 

I  Ttie  time  has  come  when  the  LITTLE  BOY  wants  stylish  clothes  as  | 
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VARIETY  IS  THE  THING 

One  of  the  pleasing  features  of  the  cleverly  selected 

MOTION  PICTURE  PROGRAMS 


AT  THE 


Film  TlreatPC 

is  the  wonderfully  clever  variety  of  subjects  to  be  seen  from  day  to  day  on  the 
There’s  always  been  rich  and  rare  comedy,  drama,  and  educational  fea- 


s  screen 


=  tures,  making  this  one  of  the  most  popular  Picture  Houses  in  the  State. 


In  securing  the  attractions  for  the 
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the  management  is  as  particular  about  what  he 
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what  you  would  like  to  see;  therefore  there  is 
only  the  very  best  to  be  seen  to  day  in 

MINITURE  MUSICAL  COMEDY 

with  Vaudeville  Acts  and  Specialties  of  the  most 
entertaining  nature.  All  shows  are  carefully  cen¬ 
sored  before  they  are  allowed  to  proceed,  and 
there  is  never  anything  done  or  said  to  mar  the 
pleasure  of  the  most  refind  person. 
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I  lOc  Quality  5c  Price  | 
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I  All  other  first-class  brands  of  cigars  and  periodicals  | 

I  Watch  our  Bulletin  Board  for  Base  Ball,  and  Foot  | 
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I  Industrial  College  | 
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1  ^  Offers  to  women  a  liberal  education,  and  professional  training  for  remunerative  | 
1  employment.  1 

I  <91  Four  well-planned  courses  leading  to  degrees  In  Arts,  Science,  Pedagogy,  and  | 
I  Music.  g 

I  ^  Special  courses  in  Pedagogy,  Manual  Arts,  'Domestic  Science,  Household  Art,  | 
i  Music  and  the  Commercial  Branches.  1 

1  ^  Teachers  and  Graduates  of  other  colleges  provided  for  in  both  regular  and  p 
i  special  courses.  i 

1  Q  Equipment  modern,  including  furnished  dormotorles,  library,  laboratories,  literary  | 
i  society  halls,  gymnasium,  music  rooms,  teachers’  training  school.  Infirmary,  | 

i  model  laundry,  central  heating  plant  and  open  air  recreation  grounds.  i 

1  Q  Dormotorles  furnished  by  the  state.  Board  at  actual  cost.  Expenses: — board,  | 
I  laundry,  tuition  and  text-books — $195  a  year.  Tuition  free  to  those  who  i 

i  pledge  themselves  to  become  teachers.  i 
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Young  men  seeking  an  education  which  will  equip  them  for  practical  life  In 
Agriculture,  and  all  Its  allied  branches;  in  Civil,  Electrical,  and  Mechanical  Engi¬ 
neering;  in  Chemistry  and  Dyeing;  in  Textile  or  other  industries,  and  In  Agricultural 
teaching  will  find  excellent  provision  for  their  chosen  careers  at  the  State’s  great 
technical  College.  This  College  fits  men  for  life  by  giving  practical  instruction  as 
well  as  thorough  scientific  education. 

Four  year  courses  in  Agriculture,  in  Chemistry,  In  Civil,  Electrical,  and  Me¬ 
chanical  Engineering,  and  in  Textile  industries. 

I 

Four  year,  two  year,  one  year,  and  summer  Normal  courses  in  Agriculture. 

Numerous  practical  short  courses. 

For  catalogue,  and  entrance  blanks,  write 

E.  B.  OWEN,  Registrar. 

West  Raleigh,  N.  C. 


I 


HIGH  SCHOOL  DIRECTORY. 

IONIAN  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

President,  Mary  Louise  Donnell;  Vice-President,  Sarah 
Poole;  Secretary,  Mary  Eagland;  Treasurer,  Love  Ireland; 
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President,  Elizabeth  Clary;  Vice-President,  Evangeline 
Brown;  Secretary,  Sarah  Britton;  Treasurer,  Emma  Blake; 
Censor,  Lucy  Clapp;  Critic,  Jean  McAlister;  Press  Reporter, 
Kellie  Jefferson;  Monitors,  May  B.  Penn  and  Sarah  Longest. 

PHILOMELIAN  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

Presidept,  Earle  Rives;  Vice-President,  Archer  Shelton; 
Secretary,  Vandeford  Bouldin;  First  Censor,  Leon  Milton; 
Second  Censor,  Olan  Barnes;  Treasurer,  Sidney  Pruden; 
Monitors,  Joseph  Lesser  and  Wallace  Stamey;  Press  Report¬ 
er,  Eldridge  Clary. 

DIAPHESIAN  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

President,  Oscar  Boyst;  Vice-President,  Robert  Pearce; 
Secretary,  Claud  Pearce;  Treasurer,  George  Rankin;  First 
Censor,  Willard  Rainey;  Second  Censor,  John  Schenck; 
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GIRLS^  ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION. 

President,  Evangeline  Brown;  Vice-President,  Mary  Jor¬ 
dan;  Secretary,  Sarah  Poole;  Treasurer,  Claire  Stafford; 
Press  Reporter,  Lucy  Blake;  Captain  Basketball,  Virginia 
Davis;  Manager  Basketball,  Sarah  Poole;  Assistant  Mana¬ 
ger,  Jean  McAlister. 

BOYS^  ATHLETIC  ASSOCIATION. 

President,  Mr.  Hammel;  Vice-President,  Earle  Rives;  Sec¬ 
retary,  John  Johnson;  Treasurer,  Eldridge  Clary;  Press  Re¬ 
porter,  Mr.  Ingle ;  Football,  Manager,  Lewis  Schenck ;  Assist¬ 
ant,  Oscar  Boyst;  Captain,  Claud  Pearce;  Assistant,  Leon 
Milton;  Basketball,  Manager,  Oscar  Boyst;  Assistant,  El¬ 
dridge  Clary;  Captain,  Robert  Cox,  Assistant,  Lewis 
Schenck ;  Baseball,  Manager,  Earle  Rives ;  Assistant,  Hamp¬ 
ton  Carter;  Captain,  Leon  Milton;  Assistant,  Claud  Pearce; 
Track,  Manager,  Vandeford  Bouldin. 
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OUR  BOAST. 


Mildred  Chrismon_,  ’18. 

Over  the  field  they  rush  again 
Until  they  safely  reach  the  end. 
i?oot,  you  girls,  ’twill  help  them  win. 

fourteen  to  nothing  is  now  the  score, 
0 !  why  can’t  they  make  it  more  ? 

One  and  all  will  do  their  part 
To  win  the  game  is  in  every  heart. 
Roys  now  play  with  all  their  might. 
Always  playing  exactly  right. 

7veft  to  right  they  throw  the  ball. 
Look!  It’s  over!  We’ve  taken  it  all. 

Through  at  last,  the  victory  won. 
Every  one  joins  in  the  fun. 

All  are  proud  of  our  football  team. 
May  it  always  shine  and  beam. 


8 


THE  SAGE 


1  HENRIETTA’S  DIARY. 

Roberta  Strudwick_,  ’17. 

One  day  last  summer  we  sat  on  the  broad  veranda  steps 
of  my  cousin’s  old  colonial  home.  We  discussed  the  possi¬ 
bility  of  there  being  a  hidden  treasure  or  mystery  of  some 
description  connected  with  the  house,  for  it  was  over  a  hun¬ 
dred  years  old  and  had  been  through  the  stirring  times  of 
the  Revolutionary  and  Civil  Wars.  There  were  eight  of  us 
visiting  Cousin  Caroline,  in  fact  we  composed  a  very  merry 
house  party. 

We  asked  Cousin  Caroline  if  she  knew  of  any  mystery 
connected  with  the  place.  She  did  not — as  she  was  a  com¬ 
paratively  recent  purchaser— but  gave  us  permission  to  ex¬ 
plore  any  nooks  or  corners  which  we  thought  had  a  mys- 
trious  appearance. 

Of  course  we  first  went  to  the  attic.  There,  numerous 
old  hair  trunks  and  boxes  had  been  stored  away  by  genera¬ 
tions  of  the  family  who  had  formerly  owned  the  place,  and 
had  not  yet  been  cleaned  away  by  Cousin  Caroline.  We 
rumaged  about  an  hour  thru  the  mouldy  contents  of  the 
boxes  and  trunks,  finding  nothing  more  interesting  than  a 
few  ragged  silk  dresses  of  ancient  and  curious  style  and  a 
moth-eaten  wig  that  had  once  been  powdered.  Suddenly  we 
were  startled  by  a  shout.  No  one  had  missed  Jack  Courte- 
ney ^  and  on  being  hailed  in  such  an  excited  manner  we  hur¬ 
ried  in  the  direction  from  which  the  sound  came.  Jack  was 
behind  a  large  book-case  tugging  at  the  heavy  straps  of  a 
large  cedar  chest.  Finally  the  boys  succeeded  in  opening  it. 

We  found  it  absolutely  empty.  Jack,  disappointed,  con¬ 
tinued  to  look  eagerly  into  the  chest,  but  not  for  long,  for 
Billy  King  gave  him  a  push  that  sent  him  flying  into  the 
chest  or  rather  through  it,  for  the  bottom  gave  away  and  sent 
Jack  bumping  down  a  pair  of  hidden  steps.  ^^Gee,  it’s  dark; 
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throw  me  down  a  light,  some  one!’'  we  heard  him  say.  A 
flash-light  was  produced  and  the  boys  one  after  the  other 
disappeared  thru  the  bottom  of  the  chest.  A  few  minutes 
later  we  girls  descended  the  narrow  little  steps.  We  found 
ourselves  in  a  small  windowless  room  in  which  the  dust  lay 
inches  thick  on  everything.  In  one  corner  we  spied  a  small 
chest  which,  when  the  dust  had  been  brushed  off,  revealed 
its  lovely  rosewood  surface  and  a  silver  plate  on  the  top. 
We  took  it  up  in  the  attic  proper,  where  we  found  that  the 
plate  was  engraved  in  Old  English  with  the  name,  Henrietta 
Maria  Roshey  Standish.  The  chest  was  old  and  the  box 
opened  easily.  We  found  a  tiny  satin  slipper,  a  dainty 
glove,  that  had  once  been  white  but  had  become  yellow  with 
age,  a  gold-handled  riding  crop  and  the  diary  of  the  same 
Henrietta. 

The  last  entry  in  the  little  book  had  been  made  on  May 
the  eleventh,  1789.  It  told  of  the  owner  having  danced  until 
four  A.  M.  and  of  how  a  certain  Major  Richard  Shannon 
had  been  extremely  nice  to  her;  also  of  having  an  engage¬ 
ment  the  following  afternoon  to  go  horseback  riding  with 
him.  It  ended  with  the  words,  ^Wnd  I  do  believe  if  he  asks 
me,  1*11  say,  ^yes.’  ” 

We  rushed  to  Cousin  Caroline  with  our  find.  She  ex¬ 
amined  the  beautiful  little  chest  with  its  pathetic  contents. 
^^Oh,”  she  said,  as  she  read  again  the  inscription,  ^^Henrietta 
Standish  was  the  favorite  daughter  of  the  first  owner  of  this 
house.  She  was  thrown  from  her  spirited  horse  while  out 
riding  with  a  young  officer  who  was  deeply  in  love  with  her. 
It  was  said  that  her  father  never  recovered  from  the  shock 
of  her  death.” 

,  The  slience  that  followed  Cousin  Caroline’s  explanation 
was  broken  by  Betty  Grey.  ^‘Let’s  put  it  back,”  she  said, 
^dn  the  little  dark  room  where  Henrietta’s  father  himself 
must  have  placed  it.”  ^A^'es,  let’s  do,”  we  all  said  softly  and 
went  slowly  up  the  attic  steps. 
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A  TALE  OF  THE  BULL  FROGS. 

Arnold  Schippman^  H7. 

Btrrump,  btrrump,  btrrump,  goes  Mr.  Bull  Frog, 
Hrrump,  Hrrump,  hrrumph,  croaks  his  wife, 
And  the  lake  seems  alive  with  bull  frogs, 

Who  tell  of  the  watery-life. 

( 

First  we  hear  of  the  lilies  ^ 

That  form  white  spots  on  the  blue, 

Then  comes  the  tale  of  the  fairies 
That  hide  from  me  and  from  you. 

Soon  they  tell  of  the  fishes 
Who  live  way  down  so  deep. 

And  of  the  wonderful  reaches 
That  we  so  seldom  seek. 

Next  we  hear  of  the  insects 
That  live  so  far  below, 

And  make  food  for  bull  frogs 
Wherever  they  may  go. 

t 

Then  out  comes  the  moon 
And  makes  the  waters  bright, 

While  off  go  the  bull  frogs 
Way  away  from  the  light. 


CLEAN  CLOTHES. 

Francis  Rankin,  H7. 

Old  Aunt  Sarah^s  Jerrie  and  Pete  had  to  go  by  farmer 
Kate’s  melon  patch  every  time  she  sent  them  after  “de  wash.” 
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They  were  known  to  get  into  all  kinds  of  mischief  and  could 
not  be  trusted  any  farther  than  you  could  see  them.  Even 
then  it  was  hard  to  guess  what  was  stuck  in  their  pockets 
and  blouses.  For  this  reason  Aunt  Sarah  always  delivered 
the  fresh  washed  clothes. 

One  afternoon  their  mammy  was  not  able  to  carry  the 
clothes  home,  so  Jerrie  and  Pete  swore  that  they  would 
carry  them  without  any  loitering  and  mischief  making  on  the 
way. 

Scarcely  had  they  reached  the  melon  patch  when  Jerrie 
with  his  eyes  beaming  on  the  green  backs  of  the  luscious 
melons,  dropped  his  end  of  the  basket  with  an  exclamation, 
‘‘Le’me  jes  see  how  dey  thump.’’  Pete  followed  to  witness 
the  thumping  and  lend  Jerry  asistance  if  he  needed  any. 

Some  ten  minutes  elapsed,  during  which  time  two  melons 
disappeared.  ^Tete,”  said  Jerry,  with  his  white  teeth  buried 
in  a  piece  of  rind,  ^^go  watch  dat  basket,  you’l  be  de  ruina¬ 
tion  ob  it  yet.”  At  this  moment  a  noise  was  heard  in  the 
nearby  thicket.  They  did  not  stop  to  think  of  the  nature  of 
the  noise.  Did  they  run?  Nay,  gentle  reader,  ask  it  not. 
They  spread  their  wings  (?)  and  flew!  In  a  distant  spot 
they  stopped  to  collect  their  wits.  The  clothes !  ''I  dun  tol’ 
you  ’bout  dem  clo’s,”  came  from  Jerry  in  an  attempt  to  clear 
himself,  although  he  knew  he  would  get  just  as  much  pun¬ 
ishment  as  Pete,  if  anything  happened  to  the  clothes.  With 
a  snail-like  gait  they  trudged  their  way  back  to  the  spot 
where  they  had  dropped  the  basket.  What  dreadful  sight 
met  their  gaze?  Had  some  wondering  beast  torn  and  tram¬ 
pled  upon  the  fresh  washed  clothes,  over  which  Sarah  had 
spent  many  painstaking  hours  ?  Once  more,  no !  The  basket 
with  its  precious  burden  was  no  where  to  be  seen.  But  at 
this  moment  both  boys  felt  a  Arm  grasp  at  their  collars  and 
Old  Aunt  Sarah  beat  time  as  she  remonstrated,  ^^Jes  lac  I 
’spected !  I  jes  come  ’long  t’  see  ef  my  monin’s  wok  wus 
th’own  away !  Lot  yo’  think  o’  yo’  ol’  mammy !” 

^‘Whew !”  said  Aunt  Sarah,  after  some  moments  of  exer- 
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tion,  won’t  have  t’  shake  an’  clean  yo^  clothes  fo’  Sun¬ 
day.”- 


AUTUMN. 

Susie  West^  ’10. 

The  leaves  are  turning  yellow, 

The  trees  are  getting  bare, 

And  apples  red  and  mellow 
Are  scattered  everywhere. 

The  flowers  all  are  drooping. 

The  birds  are  flying  south. 

For  soon  will  come  a-trooping 
Winter  with  snows  and  drought. 


SCHOOL  IN  WINTER. 

With  apologies  to  Robert  L.  Stevenson. 

Blanche  Sternberger,  ’18. 

In  winter-time  I  go  to  school 
And  pay  attention  to  the  rule. 

In  summer,  quite  the  other  way, 

I  have  no  cares  throughout  the  day. 

And  does  it  not  seem  hard  to  you 
When  there  are  things  you’d  rather  do. 
To  have  to  go  to  school  each  day 
And  lessons,  lessons,  have  to  say? 
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I  have  to  go  to  school  and  learn, 
All  kinds  of  invitations  spurn. 
Can^t  someone  find  another  way 
To  mix  the  lessons  up  with  play? 


THE  AUTOBIOGRAPHY  OF  A  STAMP. 

Margaret  C.  Thompson,  M7. 

A  long,  long  time  ago  an  old  farmer  planted  a  tiny  seed 
from  which  a  tall  straight  tree  grew  and  furnished  me  the 
beginning  of  my  history.  This  tree  with  many  more  was  cut 
down  and  carried  away.  Some  men  cut  big  pieces  out  of 
each  one  and  began  to  take  them  and  load  them  on  a  train. 
I  was  a  part  of  one  of  these  pieces.  Soon  the  pieces  went 
through  a  queer  kind  of  an  operation  and  I  began  to  have  a 
painful  experience,  when  old  acids  and  dressings  were  poured 
on  me.  I  was  then  rolled  over  a  big  roller  and  through  a 
lot  of  other  machines  until  I  was  made  into  a  nice  piece  of 
white  paper.  This  pajier  was  shipped  to  Washington,  D.  C., 
and  this  I  should  say  ended  the  first  epoch  of  my  life. 

This  paper  was  marked  into  squares  and  each  was  printed 
pink  and  white  with  the  head  of  the  great  George  Washing¬ 
ton  right  in  the  middle.  Up  in  one  corner  was  printed  ‘Two 
cents,’^  which  meant  that  that  was  all  I  was  worth.  A  whole 
lot  of  other  writing  was  printed  on  me  until  I  was  no  longer 
solid  white,  but  pink  and  white  instead.  There  were  loads 
of  other  stamps  just  like  myself  who  were  treated  exactly 
the  same  way.  We  were  all  put  on  a  big  cart-like  machine 
and  rolled  into  a  big  room  where  old  stickey,  gummy  stuff 
was  pasted  all  over  the  backs  of  us.  Imagine  having  your 
back  all  stuck  up  so  that  if  you  laid  down  you  never  could 
get  up  without  leaving  a  part  of  your  back  behind  you! 
Then  a  funny  knife  cut  little  holes  around  us  so  that  we 
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could  easily  be  separated  without  tearing  some  other  stamp 
or  perhaps  myself.  A  lot  of  government  men  put  piles  of 
us  in  boxes  and  we  were  shipped  to  different  postoffices  in 
different  states.  Now  1  should  say  that  this  ends  the  second 
part  of  my  story. 

A  little  boy’s  mother  sent  him  to  the  postoflfice  with  five 
cents  to  buy  two  two-cent  postage  stamps  and  one  one-cent 
stamp.  Of  all  those  stamps  in  the  Greensboro  postoflSce,  I 
was  among  the  three  that  were  chosen.  We  three  were  put 
into  a  dark  pocket  and,  oh !  the  time  I  had  in  there.  I  never 
saw  such  a  place  in  my  life.  Down  there  were  three  marbles, 
a  ball  of  twine,  one  nail,  two  dead  bugs,  and  a  lot  of  things 
I  really  didn’t  recognize.  Anyway,  we  finally  reached 
our  destination  and  for  some  reason  I  didn’t  seem  to  be 
needed.  Now,  comes  the  part  of  my  life  when  I  really  was 
treated  lovingly  and  with  care.  Big  sister,  looking  for  a 
stamp,  found  me  on  the  hall  table  and  guess  what  she  did? 
She  kissed  me  and  stuck  me  on  a  letter  to  some  man  and 
away  I  went  into  an  old  dark  box  full  of  lots  of  other  letters 
whose  stamps  had  not  been  put  on  with  so  much  care.  We 
were  put  into  a  bag  and  thrown  on  a  train.  When  the  train 
stopped,  I  was  carried  to  another  postolBce  and  put  all  by 
myself  in  a  nice  little  neat  box.  It  wasn’t  long  before  some 
one  opened  the  front  door  of  my  new  home  and  snatched  me 
out  with  such  force  that  I  thought  I  would  be  torn  to  pieces. 
It  was  a  nice,  tall  boy  who  had  me  now  and  when  he  read 
something  on  the  back  of  the  letter  he  kissed  me  too.  Good¬ 
ness!  but  I  wondered  what  would  happen  next.  I  was  car¬ 
ried  around  in  his  pocket  for  several  days  until  one  day  he 
took  the  letter  out  and  threw  the  envelope  with  me  on  it 
into  the  fire.  I  was  about  to  be  burned  up  and  I  knew  my 
days  were  over.  I  was  glad  I  had  been  a  stamp,  because  I 
had  helped  to  support  a  great  nation,  even  if  I  was  worth 
only  two  pennies,  and  then  my  life  was  ended  as  the  flames 
swallowed  me  up. 
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THE  STREET  WAIF. 

Barre  Pritchett,  H7. 

As  he  stands  there  in  the  street,  on  a  cold  freezing  night, 
scantily  clad,  homeless  and  hungry,  I  seem  involuntarily  to 
think  of  the  bright  warm  fire  which  awaits  me  upon  my 
arrival  home.  The  little  fellow’s  shoes  are  so  worn  and  old 
that  he  can  scarcely  keep  them  on  his  almost  frozen  feet,  and 
his  small  but  dirty  hands  are  purple  from  the  cold  which  he 
tries  to  keep  out  by  wrapping  his  ragged  coat  more  closely 
about  his  slender  body.  A  shock  of  bright  red  hair  is  par¬ 
tially  hidden  by  an  old  slouch  hat  (probably  found  in  the 
garbage  can),  and  the  pale  blue  eyes  which  should  have  been 
shining  with  the  fire  of  youth  are  instead  deep  sunken  into 
the  high  forehead  and  undermined  by  hollows.  The  mouth 
which  probably  has  not  tasted  bread  for  several  days,  drops 
at  the  corners  and  shows  signs  of  the  owner  having  acquired 
the  injurious  habit  of  smoking.  Nobody  seems  to  care 
whether  he  lives  or  dies  and  the  dejected  little  waif  drifts  on 
about  the  city  and  soon  is  forced  to  become  a  thief  to  keep 
from  starving.  Thus  a  life,  that  might  have  been  made  to 
be  worth  something  in  a  world  where  so  much  is  needed, 
goes  on  in  its  sin  and  finally  is  wafted  into  the  eternal  be¬ 
yond. 


POETRY— THAT  IS  NOT. 

Edwin  Denny,  ’18. 

Everybody  these  days  is  writing  for  The  Sage, 
Therefore  I  shall  try  to  fill  a  page; 

It  is  really  the  only  thing  to  do. 
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If  you  don’t  the  Seniors  will  jump  on  you. 
Now  wouldn’t  that  be  awfully  sad? 

For  some  one  is  likely  to  get  in  bad. 

Each  day  an  editor  with  a  loud  shout, 

Comes  up  to  me  and  bawls  me  out, 

“Why  don’t  you  write  us  a  story  or  so. 

For  don’t  you  see  writing  is  all  the  go?” 

So  strong  of  heart  and  pen  in  hand 
I  start  out  to  become  a  poetry-man. 

Quite  settled  in  mind  I  handed  this  in. 
Feeling  quite  sure  it  would  be  a  win. 

But  when  the  editor  picked  it  up 
He  took  one  look  and  called  the  pup, 

“To  tell  the  truth,”  he  said  to  me, 

“This  is  the  punkest  thing  I  ever  did  see.” 


HIS  CHANCE. 

% 

Eluridge  Clary,  ’17. 

It  was  one  of  those  clear,  calm,  beautiful  days  in  late 
November  when  the  leaves  were  slowly  dropping  from  the 
trees  one  by  one.  The  sun  was  shining  down  brightly  from 
a  sky,  through  which  myriads  of  fleecy  clouds  were  swiftly 
moving.  All  nature  seemed  to  cry  out  in  pure  unbounded 
joy  at  being  a  part  of  such  a  wonderful  creation. 

Down  on  the  football  field — clearly  defined  by  white  chalk 
marks — twenty-two  young  tigers,  grimy  with  dirt  and  sweat, 
the  fire  of  battle  in  their  eyes,  were  battling  valiantly  in 
mid-field. 

As  James  Montgomery  kneled  on  the  side  lines,  with  a 
blanket  draped  about  his  shoulders,  his  thoughts  were  any- 
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thing  but  pleasant.  Here  he  had  worked  hard  all  season, 
had  been  out  for  practice  every  day,  had  thought  that  he 
was  sure  of  making  the  team — thus  winning  one  of  the  cov¬ 
eted  — and  at  the  last  moment  to  discover  that  he  was 

to  be  deprived  of  all  this.  Was  it  any  wonder  that  his  heart 
was  in  his  heavily-cleated  football  shoes  as  he  watched  his 
team-mates  fight  for  the  honor  of  old  Gridley? 

The  minutes  were  swiftly  passing  by  and  with  them  his 
chance  to  fight  for  his  school.  He  was  disturbed  and  not 
he  alone,  for  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  field  he  was  able  to 
make  out  the  figure  of  a  girl,  who,  he  was  confident,  was  as 
himself  wishing  for  an  opportunity  for  him  to  get  into  the 
game.  She  had  faith  in  him  and  the  next  moment  her  faith 
was  justified.  For  did  not  the  captain  suddenly  raise  his 
hand  and  give  the  long-wished-for  signal,  for  which  ^^old 
Jim’’  had  been  waiting  ever  since  the  game  began? 

It  seemed  that  he  could  hardly  get  his  blanket  and  sweater 
off  in  time,  so  eager  was  he  to  get  into  the  fray.  The  vast 
crowd  was  hushed  and  silent  as  he  trotted  out  onto  the  grid¬ 
iron.  Who  was  this  new  untried  man  that  the  captain  was 
calling  for?  Would  he  aid  his  team  to  victory? 

Play  was  resumed  and  both  teams  were  fighting  hard  for 
the  touchdown  that  spelled  victory.  Suddenly  out  of  the 
mass  of  heavily-padded  bodies  a  lone  player  was  seen  to 
dash — dash  toward  the  two  goal-posts  at  the  far  end  of  the 
field.  Only  one  man,  the  quarter-back,  stood  between  him 
and  the  goal. 

As  he  dashed  madly  straight  at  the  opposing  quarter,  who 
was  warily  watching  his  every  move,  his  active  brain  was 
forming  a  plan  whereby  he  might  outwit  his  opponent  and 
continue  on  for  the  much-coveted  touch-down.  Swiftly  near¬ 
ing  the  quarter,  he  moved  to  one  side ;  then  as  quickly  darted 
to  the  other,  and  shaking  off  the  would-be  tackler’s  detaining 
hands,  continued  on  twoard  the  goal.  As  he  neared  the  goal¬ 
posts  he  staggered  and  nearly  fell,  while  to  the  eagerly 
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watching  crowd  it  seemed  that  he  must  fall.  But  recovering 
himself  he  threw  back  his  head  and  continued  on  toward  the 
goal  line,  with  both  teams  vainly  thudding  after  him.  Once 
across  the  line  he  fell  in  a  dead  faint  directly  between  the 
goal-posts. 

While  the  captain  kicked  goal,  the  immense  throng  surged 
onto  the  field,  lifted  the  hero  to  their  shoulders  and  marched 
with  him  around  the  field  to  the  unbounded  delight  of  the 
mne  girl  that  had  remained  in  the  stands.  As  he  looked 
toward  her  she  proudly  waved  her  pennant  at  him,  express¬ 
ing  her  loyalty  and  devotion  to  him  and  thus  completing  his 
state  of  unutterable  happiness. 


THE  SEARCHLIGHT  AT  THE  FAIR. 

George  Eichorn,  ’19. 

No  doubt  all  who  went  to  the  fair  saw  the  large  search¬ 
light  on  the  grandstand  roof.  Friday,  the  last  day,  my 
friend  suggested  that  we  operate  the  searchlight  that  night. 
The  Boy  Scouts  had  been  asked  to  manage  it,  and  as  my 
friend  happened  to  be  a  Boy  Scout,  I  stood  in  luck.  After 
persuading  the  gatekeeper  that  my  presence  was  necessary 
for  the  successful  manipulation  of  the  light,  we  climbed 
through  a  hole  in  the  roof  and  up  to  the  searchlight. 

It  was  a  large  affair  mounted  on  an  iron  stand.  A  small 
switch  on  the  side  was  closed.  We  turned  a  little  knob  and 
lo !  and  behold !  a  dazzling  beam  of  1000  candle  power  swept 
the  scene.  It  was  with  a  thrill  of  joy  that  we  shot  it  in  the 
air,  down  the  midway,  and  over  the  fields.  The  effect  was  in¬ 
describable.  What  joy  it  was  to  throw  it  in  the  face  of  some 
charming  dame  and  make  her  hide  her  eyes,  or  throw  it  on 
the  famous  camp  of  ^^49.”  Our  flashing  beam  diclosed  a  sea 
of  people  moving  to  and  fro.  Some  were  standing  in  groups 
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about  the  tents,  others  were  strolling  up  and  down  the  mid¬ 
way.  Everyone  seemed  to  be  doing  something. 

The  wind  came  whistling  by,  but  we  felt  it  not.  The 
genial  arc  light  shed  a  warm  glow  over  all.  ’Twas  with  a 
feeling  of  gloom  that  we  changed  the  glowing  carbons.  But 
each  new  carbon  glowed  with  increased  vigor  and  once  again 
the  sword  of  light  flashed,  radiant  and  cheery.  It  was  wel¬ 
comed  by  the  mid- way  in  divers  ways.  As  we  swung  it  back 
and  forth  o’er  the  surging  multitude  a  volley  of  shouts  arose 
in  its  path  :  ^^Stop  that !”  ^^Take  it  away  V’  ^‘Dog-gone  it !” 
and  a  babble  of  voices  that  were  lost  on  the  still  night  air. 

But  that  radiant  beam,  shooting  forth  at  our  will,  was  not 
the  only  reward  of  our  strenuous  task  which  was  required 
to  pass  the  noble  gatekeeper.  As  the  acrobats,  performing 
before  the  grand  stand,  defied  death,  and  the  fireworks 
streaked  the  sky,  we  thanked  our  lucky  stars  that  we  were 
up  there  safe  and  with  the  two-bits  in  our  pockets.  But 
after  all  was  over,  the  shows  stopped,  the  crowd  gone  and 
with  it  our  pleasure,  we  found  to  our  dismay  that  we  had 
lost  our  supper. 


THE  SNAKE  CHARMERS. 

Lucy  Myers,  ’18. 

Anyone  would  have  known  that  it  was  Fair  week.  Even 
if  the  toy  balloons  or  the  bunting  and  flags,  or  the  innum¬ 
erable  peanuts  and  pop-corn  stands  had  not  proclaimed  the 
fact,  you  would  have  known  that  it  was  by  that  mysterious 
something  in  the  air  which  kept  whispering  it  to  you. 

Tiny  three-year-old  Helen  had  felt  this  mysterious  some¬ 
thing,  and  had  been  so  fascinated  by  the  balloons  and  fire¬ 
crackers  that  she  gave  her  doting  mother  no  peace  until  she 
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promised  to  take  her,  with  her  nurse,  to  the  Fair  for  a  tiny 
little  while. 

Mrs.  Hughes  had  left  Helen  with  her  nurse  in, the  luncheon 
booth,  and  had  given  nurse  strict  instructions  that  she  was 
not  to  take  Helen  away,  or  to  allow  her  to  leave  the  booth 
until  she  returned. 

Nurse  had  obeyed  these  instructions  for  about  twenty 
minutes,  keeping  Helen  close  beside  her  in  the  booth,  but  in 
watching  the  crowd  go  by,  she  spied  a  friend  of  hers  whom 
she  had  not  seen  for  several  years,  and,  forgetting  all  the 
instructions  her  mistress  had  given  her,  ran  out  to  speak  to 
her  friend  in  the  crowd,  leaving  the  child  to  follow. 

Helen  did  this  in  a  very  leisurely  manner,  stopping  to 
gaze  at  all  the  interesting  things  she  saw  on  the  way.  She 
stopped  last  and  longest  before  a  snake-charmer’s  tent,  where 
she  gazed  in  fascination  at  the  charmer  with  her  creeping 
pets  all  about  her. 

Business  was  slack  at  the  time,  very  few  people  being 
about,  and  so  the  snake-charmer,  looking  out  from  the  door 
of  her  tent,  saw  the  very  attractive  little  girl,  with  big  blue 
eyes  and  soft,  curly  brown  hair. 

Something  about  the  child  strongly  attracted  her,  and  re¬ 
minded  her  of  a  little  girl  she  had  lost  years  ago.  And  so, 
prompted  by  her  maternal  instinct  and  strongly  backed  by 
her  keen  business  sense,  which  told  her  that  she  could  take 
this  child  and  train  her  up  into  a  very  alluring  snake  charm¬ 
er,  she  called  the  child  to  her,  and,  fondling  and  caressing 
her,  drew  her  by  degrees  into  her  tent.  When  she  had  suc¬ 
ceeded  thus  far,  she  asked  Helen  if  she  wouldn’t  like  a  nice, 
pink  lemonade,  and  when  she  eagerly  assented,  gave  her  a 
most  spcially  prepared  one,  which,  strangely  enough,  made 
the  child  very  drowsy,  and  in  a  few  minutes  she  fell  into  a 
deep  slumber,  which  was  to  last  several  hours. 

(To  be  continued  in  next  issue) 

The  editors  would  like  to  receive  from  different  students 
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installments  to  carry  on  the  story.  The  best  suggested  in¬ 
stallment  will  be  published. 


THEM  SCRAPPERS. 

George  Eichorn,  H9. 

When  eTohn  Bull  says,  Won  canT  have  cotton; 

I  jest  wonT  stand  for  it,’^ 

Old  Bill  Kaiser  growls,  ^^IPs  rotten. 

Just  watch  me  make  a  hit.’’ 

Hark  to  that  awful  groaning  and  rumbling, 

’Tis  Bill  and  his  42  cent,  guns. 

And  then,  my,  what  a  pushing  and  a  jumbling! 
Old  John  sounds  the  horn  and  runs. 

Beware  of  the  terrible  Russian  bear, 

And  his  couple  o’  million  hordes. 

He  sho’  has  got  the  power  to  scare 
You  stiff  as  poplar  boards. 

So  what’s  the  use  of  all  them  guys 
A’  fighting  and  a’  scrappin’ 

They’re  all  as  insignificant  as  flies 
And  acting  worse  than  Charlie  Chaplin. 


WAS  THERE  EVER  A  WEDDING  ON  TIME? 
Evangeline  Brown,  ’17. 

She  was  unusually  calm  as  she  sat  eating  her  supper  from 
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a  tray  that  the  maid  had  just  brought  up.  Every  minute  or 
so  one  of  her  bridesmaids  rushed  in,  gave  her  a  hug  and  a 
kiss  and  exclaimed,  ^‘You  are  the  most  wonderfully  dear 
calm  thing  I  ever  saw.  Now  if  /  was  getting  married  in 
about  two  hours,  Ed  be  simply  crazy  or  flying  around  like 
a  chicken  with  its  head  cut  off.”  ^^You  ridiculous  things 
you  know  I’m  dreadfully  excited,  but  simply  don’t  let  you 
see  it,”  the  bride  replied  between  crunchings  of  toast  and 
swallows  of  milk,  but  her  becomingly  flushed  cheeks  bertayed 
her. 

One  by  one  the  six  bridesmaids,  dames  of  honor,  and  maid 
of  honor,  strolled  or  rushed  in  and  joined  in  the  excited  con¬ 
versation  that  always  precedes  the  '‘getting  ready”  period 
of  a  wedding.  Suddenly  in  the  midst  of  this  chatter,  dear 
Mrs.  Stone,  mother  of  the  bride,  walked  in  in  her  usual  brisk 
fashion  and  seeing  the  crowd  calmly  sitting  around  stopped 
with  a  gasp.  "Do  you  young  people  happen  to  know  what 
time  it  is?  Well  in  case  you  don’t.  I’ll  inform  you  that  it’s 
only  seven  forty-five  P.  M.” 

There  was  a  deathly  silence  and  blank  expressions  ap¬ 
peared  on  the  faces  of  all.  Then  some  one  regained  con¬ 
sciousness  and  leaped  to  her  feet  with  a  cry,  "Seven  forty- 
five  and  only  one-half  an  hour  to  dress  in !  Let  me  out  right 
quick.” 

That  remark  seemed  to  stir  everything  up.  There  was  a 
scramble  attended  with  little  shrieks  of  surprise  and  laugh¬ 
ter.  All  the  girls  rushed  from  the  room  at  the  same  time 
and  could  be  heard  racing  down  the  hall  and  into  their  re¬ 
spective  rooms. 

"Don’t  any  of  you  forget  to  wear  your  tulle  veils,”  "Hus¬ 
tle,  Hustle,  Hustle!”  "Mary  Hammel,  have  you  seen  my 
gloves?”  were  the  bits  of  hurried  conversation  that  could  be 
heard  floating  from  room  to  room. 

A  half  an  hour  passed  and  again  the  different  members  of 
the  bridal  party  gathered  one  by  one  in  the  bride’s  bed-room. 


THE  SAGE 


23 


This  time  instead  of  being  dressed  in  brilliantly  colored 
kimonos  and  boudoir  caps,  all  were  beautifully  gowned  in 
shimmering  silks  and  chiffons  with  little  tulle  veils  flying 
out  in  a  bright  fairy-like  manner  as  they  fluttered  about  the 
charming  bride,  uttering  little  gasps  of  admiration.  Instead 
of  such  remarks  as  ^^Have  you  seen  that  chest  of  silver 
Graudafther  Stone  gave?’^  there  were  shriefls  of  delight  and 
such  remarks  as  ^Gs  my  dress  fastened  right?’’  ^‘You  look 
perfectly  heavenly,”  and  ^‘You  always  were  a  beauty,  Eleanor 
Stone,  but  I  never  thought  any  one  could  look  so  adorable. 
If  it  wasn’t  for  crushing  that  wonderful  veil,  I’d  give  you  a 
hug  fit  to  kill  you.” 

There  was  a  sound  of  automobiles  along  the  driveway. 
Impatient  groomsmen  had  the  drivers  to  sound  the  klaxon 
again  and  again.  Gradually  these  signals  penetrated  into 
the  midst  of  the  chatter  in  the  bride’s  bed-room  and  with  a 
hurried  parting  kiss  to  the  bride  they  rushed  out  and  down 
the  steps  to  join  the  waiting  groomsmen!  Climbing  into  the 
car  they  were  rushed  to  the  church,  where  a  large  crowd  im¬ 
patiently  awaited  the  coming  of  the  bridal  party  which  was 
already  an  half  an  hour  late. 

Just  at  the  close  of  the  song,  ‘^Oh,  Promise  Me,”  an  ex¬ 
cited  usher  burst  into  the  pastor’s  study  where  the  bridal 
party  were  putting  the  final  dabs  of  powder  to  their  already 
well-powdered  noses. 

'  “Has  anyone  seen  the  white  satin  pillow?”  he  cried. 

“Horrors!  No!  It’s  not  lost,  is  it?” 

“It  most  assuredly  is,  and  what  is  more,  little  Gladys 
Moore,  the  little  ring-bearer,  can’t  be  found.” 

Of  course  Eleanor  Stone  had  to  have  something  different 
from  everybody  else  and  it  had  been  her  own  idea  to  have 
the  pillow  carried  to  the  altar  by  two  little  boys,  and  now 
it  was  lost  or  had  been  left  behind.  But  little  Gladvs  Moore, 
where  could  she  be?  “It  will  be  a  terrible  thing  for  Eleanor 
to  know,  but  just  run  through  the  primary  department  into 
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the  ladies'  waiting  room  and  tell  her  about  it,"  suggested  the 

maid  of  honor.  / 

Following  this  suggestion  the  usher  flashed  on  the  lights 
and  started  across  the  large  rom  that  was  used  by  the  pri¬ 
mary  department.  Half  way  across  he  stopped  in  amaze¬ 
ment  for  there  in  the  middle  of  the  floor  lay  little  Gladys 
Moore,  the  lost  ring-bearer,  sound  asleep  on  the  white  satin 
pillow.  Her  brown  curls  fell  about  her  childish  face  in  a 
tumbled  fashion;  the  big  nialine  bow  on  top  of  her  head  was 
slightly  crushed,  and  her  dainty  dress,  still  in  its  crisp,  sheer 
beauty,  fell  about  her  Uttle  body. 

Gathering  her  up  in  his  arms,  pillow  and  all,  he  carried  her 
into  the  pastor’s  study  where  the  bridesmaids,  quickly  tak¬ 
ing  her  in  charge,  soon  restored  her  curls  to  their  proper 
order.  By  brushing  up  the  bow  on  her  hair,  and  smoothing 
her  dainty  frock,  she  was  quickly  made  to  look  as  sweet  and 
as  fresh  as  before  her  stolen  nap. 

The  ceremony  passed  off  without  a  hitch  as  only  Eleanor 
Stone’s  wedding  could  come  off.  The  wedding  was  only  one 
hour  late,  but — was  there  ever  a  wedding  on  time? 


THE  EDITOR’S  PLEA. 

Barre  Pritchett,  ’17. 

^ Write  a  story  for  the  Sage,’’ 

You  hear  most  every  day. 

And  the  only  way  you’ll  rid  of  it 
Is  by  doing  what  we  say. 

And  that  is :  ^AVrite  a  story,’’ 

Fill  it  full  of  fun. 

Or  make  it  sad  and  solemn. 
Doesn’t  matter,  either  one. 
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If  you  cannot  write  a  story, 

Write  a  poem,  long  or  short. 

They  are  just  as  good  as  stories 
And  perhaps  to  you  more  sport. 

And  if  a  poet  you  should  be 
In  far  off  days  of  age. 

You’ll  not  regret  the  day  you  wrote 
A  poem  for  the  Sage. 

If  your  first  one  isn’t  published. 

Don’t  lose  hope,  but  try  again; 

Only  cowards  are  discouraged ; 

Courage  is  the  pride  of  men. 

Ask  yourself  when  hesitating 

The  kind  of  Sage  that  ours  would  be 
If  all  the  pupils  in  the  High  School 
Took  an  interest  just  like  me. 

Is  your  High  School  spirit  lagging. 
Or  your  pocketbook  too  tight? 

When  you’re  asked  for  a  subscription 
What  makes  you  refuse  outright? 
Keep  your  High  School  spirit  moving. 
Let  your  pocket  strings  be  loose. 

And  the  next  time  you  are  questioned 
Give  your  name  without  excuse. 


A  STRANGE  MEETING. 

Virginia  Davis^,  ’17. 

Whistling,  as  without  a  care  in  the  world,  came  young 
Dick  Blake,  walking  down  one  of  the  new  main  streets  of 
the  city,  homeward.  It  was  late  one  summer  afternoon  after 
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his  day’s  work  at  law.  He  was  the  younger  member  in  the 
law  firm  of  Crawford  and  Blake,  and  was  a  very  ambitious 
young  man. 

As  he  was  either  deeply  interested  in  something  very  dis¬ 
tant  or  not  very  observant,  he  did  not  notice  the  dark  cloud 
which  had  quickly  gathered  overhead.  He  was  indeed  sur- 
j)rised  when  suddenly  he  found  -hmiself  caught  in  what 
threatened  to  be  a  heavy  storm.  He  thought  fast,  trying  to 
puzzle  out  where  he  should  take  refuge  from  the  storm.  Pres¬ 
ently  his  eyes  fell  on  a  large  brick  church  which  lay  just  a 
little  distance  ahead.  Turning  up  his  coat  collar  and  pull¬ 
ing  his  hat  far  down  over  his  eyes,  he  made  rapid  strides  in 
that  direction.  Reaching  the  church  he  mounted  a  few  steps, 
at  the  top  of  which  he  found  himself  in  a  small  alcove  safe 
from  the  rain  and  storm. 

Shaking  off  the  drops  of  rain  from  his  coat  and  hat,  he 
prepared  to  make  himself  as  comfortable  as  possible  until 
the  storm  ceased.  He  had  ben  there  only  a  few  minutes 
when  he  saw  a  figure  of  a  person  who  seemed  also  to  be 
caught  in  the  storm,  coming  toward  the  church.  As  dark¬ 
ness  had  overtaken  him  he  could  not  determine  whether  the 
individual  was  a  lady  or  a  gentleman.  He  had  hardly  time 
to  think  before  the  person  was  right  before  him.  This  per¬ 
son  too  had  sought  the  church  for  refuge. 

Dick  saw  that  it  was  a  woman  as  she  staggered  up  the 
steps  toward  the  alcove.  After  reaching  the  shelter  she 
drew  a  long  sigh  and  turned  her  face  into  the  feeble,  glim¬ 
mering  of  an  arc  light  in  the  distance.  Altho  her  hair  was 
wet  and  disaranged,  yet  her  face  was  young  and  beautiful. 
Dick  found  himself  in  a  very  peculiar  position;  wanting  to 
offer  her  his  coat,  yet  afraid  to  speak  for  fear  of  frightening 
her.  He  knew  she  thought  herself  alone  in  this  small  alcove. 
He  finally  braced  up  courage  and  coming  forward  addressed 
her.  As  he  had  expected,  she  was  startled  by  the  sound  of  a 
human  voice  above  the  noise  of  the  rain  and  thunder  of  the 
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raging  storm ;  but  she  very  soon  overcame  her  fright  because 
she  could  welcome  anyone,  even  a  stranger,  in  such  a  lone¬ 
some,  dreary  place. 

After  an  introduction  on  the  part  of  both  and  after  con¬ 
versing  for  a  while  Dick  discovered  that  the  girl,  his  com¬ 
panion  in  the  storm,  was  a  certain  Julia  Macon,  his  sister’s 
favorite  college  friend,  who  had  recently  moved  there  from 
a  distant  Western  city  and  whom  Dick  had  been  requested 
by  his  sister  to  meet. 

When  the  storm  had  completely  ceased  they  started  on 
their  way,  both  thankful  for  the  church  alcove,  which  first 
appeared  as  a  dreary,  lonesome,  and  uni^leasant  place,  but 
proved  to  be  the  place  for  forming  a  very  pleasant  acquaint¬ 
ance  and  one  which  is  prophesied  to  become  more  than  an 
ordinary  acquaintance. 


Emma  Blake,  ’18. 

The  pupils  are  nowhere  quite  so  bright 
As  at  old  G.  H.  S. 

The  teachers  are  nowhere  quite  so  right 
As  at  old  G.  H.  S. 

The  girls  are  nowhere  quite  so  sweet. 
And  nowhere  boys  hearts  so  loudly  beal, 
The  boys  and  girls  both  seem  to  meet 
At  old  G.  H.  S. 

The  days  are  nowhere  quite  so  long 
As  at  old  G.  H.  S. 

Nor  lessons  recited  quite  so  wrong 
As  at  old  G.  H.  S. 
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And  when  my  time  comes  to  recite, 

Oh !  I  wish  I  had  studied  my  lessons  last  night, 
Then  perhaps  things  would  have  gone  right 
At  old  G.  H.  S. 

There  is  nowhere  a  school  so  r^re 
As  old  G.  H.  S., 

So  full  of  joy,  so  full  of  care. 

As  old  G.  H.  S., 

And  I  believe  if  in  this  school 

The  pupils  would  never  break  the  rule. 

Study  more  and  play  less. 

It  would  be  a  wonderful  old  G.  H.  S. 


HIDE  AND  SEEK. 

Mary  Louise  Donnell, 

Many  years  ago  a  young  boy,  Harold  Greyson,  was  the 
owner  of  a  very  highly  prized  dog.  This  lovely  French  collie 
had  been  a  gift  from  one  of  the  commanders  in  the  war,  who 
admired  the  boy  very  much.  The  dog,  Shep,  was  unusually 
intelligent  and  alert,  and  in  a  short  time  had  learned  many 
tricks. 

Harold’s  greatest  pleasure  was  in  training  him  to  do  new 
stunts.  After  having -taught  him  to  shake  hands,  to  carry 
the  mail  and  groceries,  and  many  other  useful  tricks,  it  oc¬ 
curred  to  him  to  teach  Shep  the  game  of  '‘hide  and  seek.” 
At  first  he  was  at  a  loss  how  to  go  about  it,  when  he  suddenly 
thought  of  the  closet  as  a  good  hiding  place.  He  called  the 
dog  to  him,  but  just  as  Shep  reached  the  door,  he  stepped 
quickly  into  the  closet,  closing  the  door  behind  him.  Shep 
did  not  understand  this  unusual  action  of  his  master  at  all, 
and  begged  pitifully  for  admission.  Harold  soon  came  out 
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and  hurrying  downstairs  hid  in  another  closet,  Shep  follow¬ 
ing  him  again.  After  repeating  this  several  times  the  dog 
seemed  to  like  it  and  was  soon  able  to  play  the  game  as 
good  as  any  of  the  boys. 

About  three  years  later  when  the  war  came  on,  Harold 
was  called  into  service.  This  meant  many  lonely  days  for 
Shep,  who  had  been  accustomed  to  being  with  his  master 
constantly.  During  the  war  many  houses  were  robbed  and 
pillaged  in  the  absence  of  the  masters. 

Once  when  the  Greyson  family  had  gone  out  for  the  day, 
a  robber  entered  the  house.  After  having  taken  several 
pieces  of  rare  old  silver,  he  was  just  about  to  escape,  but  on 
hearing  some  one  approach  he  slipped  into  a  nearby  closet. 
Shep  had  watched  all  these  strange  movements  and  seeing 
the  man  rush  into  the  closet  made  him  think  of  his  old  game, 
^‘hide  and  seek.’^  He  immediately  began  to  scratch  and  bark 
at  the  closet  door.  Of  course  this  attracted  the  attention  of 
the  people  who  had  just  come  in,  causing  them  to  open  the 
door.  As  they  did  so  a  man  leaped  from  the  hiding  place 
and  rushed  blindly  out  into  the  gathering  darkness,  leaving 
the  valuables  behind.  After  this  the  family  appreciated 
Shep  more  than  ever  before  and  depended  on  him  in  the 
future  for  their  watchguard. 


A  NEGRO. 

Evangeline  Brown_,  ’17. 

The  ‘^nigger”  stands  in  the  middle  of  the  street, 
His  mouth  is  large  and  so  are  his  feet; 

His  cap  is  torn,  his  coat  in  rags. 

In  fact  his  appearance  is  a  bundle  of  tags. 

His  teeth  are  white,  his  gums  are  blue. 

He  says,  ^Tlease  gimme  a  nickel  or  two.” 
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So  down  you  go  in  your  own  scanty  purse, 

And  the  coin  you  give  him  most  makes  his  heart  burst. 

The  cost  of  high  living  has  sent  him  to  the  bad, 

And  that  is  why  he  looks  so  sad. 

But  now  his  eyes  with  delight  are  bright. 

But  still  he  is  an  awful  big  sight. 

Down  in  his  pocket  the  coin  does  go. 

While  with  embarrassment  he  gazes  at  his  toe, 

^‘Thank  you,  lady,  agin  and  agin 

Not  to  have  helped  would  have  been  a  sin. 


THE  ESCAPE  FROM  A  DUNGEON. 

Marie  Tessier, 

Many  years  ago  in  the  beautiful  city  of  Venice  lived  two 
kind-hearted  brothers.  They  were  left  with  considerable 
money  and  lived  in  a  handsome  house  on  L  street.  The  older 
brother,  Sez,  was  very  kind  to  his  younger  brother,  whose 
name  was  Mac.  Sez  always  came  in  just  at  supper  time 
from  his  work  and  in  order  to  meet  his  younger  brother  at 
the  door.  One  day  a  strange  thing  hajipened.  Sez  did  not 
come  home  and  Mac  did  not  know  where  to  find  him.  Two 
days  passed  by  and  still  Sez  did  not  come.  This  alarmed 
Mac  and  he  hired  men  to  help  him  hunt  for  his  brother. 
They  searched  for  two  weeks,  but  all  was  in  vain.  Three 
months  passed  by  and  then  one  night,  while  Mac  was  sitting 
by  the  fire,  thinking  of  his  dear  lost  brother,  some  one 
knocked  at  the  door  and  left  a  note  for  Mac.  It  was  from 
his  brother. 

‘‘1  am  still  alive,”  it  said,  ^^but  not  very  happy.  I  can’t 
tell  where  I  am,  but  my  dearest  brother,  if  you  love  your 
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brother  at  all,  follow  closely  my  instructions.  Every  night 
between  ten  and  eleven  o’clock  bring  a  shaded  lantern  down 
to  R.  street.  In  the  third  house  on  the  right  side  place  the 
lantern  between  the  second  and  third  windows.  Place  the 
light  side  in.  I  will  s6e  you  by  and  by.” 

This  puzzled  Mac  so  he  could  not  think  for  a  while  what 
to  do.  He  took  the  lantern  down  and  did  as  the  letter  said. 
For  live  nights  he  did  it  and  yet  his  brother  did  not  come. 
Every  night,  as  he  stood  in  his  doorway,  he  would  strain 
his  eyes  through  the  darkness,  but  no  brother  was  in  sight. 
He  thought  of  leaving  the  lantern  at  home,  but  remembering 
that  he  loved  his  brother,  he  did  not  leave  it.  Eight  months 
passed  by  and  yet  no  word  from  his  brother.  One  night 
after  having  placed  his  lantern  he  turned  to  leave  for  the 
last  time  when  to  his  suprise,  at  his  feet,  there  was  a  low 
sound  folowed  by  the  gradual  sinking  of  the  earth  beneath 
him.  He  moved  aside.  There  appeared  a  hole  in  the  ground 
out  of  which  there  presently  emerged  a  man  whom  he  imme¬ 
diately  recognized  as  his  brother.  He  was  so  glad  to  see  him 
he  wept  with  joy.  Quickly  they  went  down  to  the  wharf  and 
boarded  a  ship  which  was  to  take  them  away  forever.  As 
Mac  stood  listening,  Sez  said :  ^‘Some  of  my  enemies  threw 
me  in  a  dungeon.  By  an  accident  of  providence  a  man  found 
that  note  and  took  it  to  you.  The  guard  slept  every  night 
from  ten  to  eleven  and  by  the  light  of  the  lantern  yoii 
brought  I  worked  a  way  for  my  escape  and  so  here  we  are 
to  say  good-bye  to  old  Venice  never  to  see  her  again.” 


THE  SPRING  WIND’S  CALL. 
Mary  Jordan,  ’18. 

A  soft  clear  call  comes  through  the  air. 
And  all  the  world  begins  to  sing. 
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For  all  around  the  flowers  fair 

Are  swaying  to  vjthe  breeze  of  Spring. 

And  arbutus  in  the  wood 

Peeps  from  out  the  small  green  hood. 
Crocus  and  violets  too, 

Both  are  blossoming  bright  and  new. 

As  the  zephyrs  softly  blow 
All  the  flowers  start  to  grow, 

And  we  sing  a  joyful  strain 

For  the  Spring  wind’s  here  again. 


AN  IRISHMAN’S  LETTER. 

(With  apologies  to  a  Scrap  Book.) 

Parish  of  Ballywhackin,  Feb.  14th. 

Dear  Neffea: 

I  haven’t  sent  ye  a  lether  since  the  last  time  I  wrote  to  ye, 
because  we  have  moveh  from  our  former  place  of  livin,  and  I 
didn’t  know  where  a  lether  would  find  ye;  but  I  now  wid 
pleasure  take  up  my  pin  to  inform  ye  of  the  death  of  your 
livin  uncle  Kilpathrick,  who  died  very  suddenly  last  wake, 
after  a  lingerin  sickness  of  sax  wakes.  The  poor  man  was 
in  violent  convulsions  the  whole  time  of  his  illness  lying 
perfectly  quiate  all  the  while  spachless  entirely — talking  in¬ 
coherently  and  crying  for  wather.  I  had  no  appetunity  of 
informing  ye  of  his  death  sooner,  except  I  wrote  to  you  by 
the  last  post,  which  wint  two  day  before  his  death,  and  than 
you’d  had  the  postage  to  pay.  I’m  at  a  great  loss  to  tell 
what  his  death  was  occasioned  by,  but  I  fear  it  was  by  his 
last  sickness.  He  was  niver  well  tin  days  together  during 
the  whole  time  of  his  confinement,  but  be  that  as  it  will,  as 
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soon  as  he  brathed  his  last  the  docthur  gave  up  all  hopes  of 
his  recovery.  I  needn’t  tell  ye  anything  about  his  age,  for 
you  will  know  that  in  May  nixt  he  would  have  been  twenty- 
five  years  ould,  lackin  tin  months ;  and  had  he  lived  ’till  that 
time  he  would  have  been  sex  months  dead.  His  property  is 
very  considerable,  it  devolves  upon  his  nixt  kin,  who  is 
dead  some  time  since,  so  that  I  expect  it  will  be  equally 
divided  betwane  us — and  then  my  dear  Larry  ye’ll  get  two- 
thirds  of  the  whole  and  you  know  he  had  a  fine  estate  which 
was  sowld  to  pay  his  debts,  and  the  remainder  he  lost  on  a 
horse  race.  But  it  was  the  opinion  of  all  the  ladies  present 
that  if  the  boss  he  ran  aginst  hadn’t  bin  too  fast  for  him 
he’d  a  won.  But  poor  soul  he  never  will  ate  or  drink  more ; 
and  now  Larry  ye  haven’t  a  livin  relashun  in  the  wide  world, 
except  myself  and  two  of  your  cousins  that  was  kilt  in  the 
last  war. 

But  I  can’t  dewll  on  this  mournful  subject,  but  will  sale 
this  lether  with  black  saleing  wax,  and  put  on  yer  uncle’s 
coat  of  arms.  So  I  beg  ye  not  to  brake  the  sale,  when  you 
open  the  lether,  until  three  or  four  days  after  ye  receive  it, 
by  that  time  ye  will  be  better  prepared  for  the  mournful 
tidings. 

Yer  ould  swateheart  Mary  sends  her  love  to  ye  unbe¬ 
knownst  to  me.  When  the  bearer  of  this  arrives  in  Hamilton 
ax  him  for  this  lether  and  if  he  doesn’t  know  which  one  it  is 
tell  him  its  one  that  spakes  of  your  uncle’s  death  and  sealed 
in  black. 

Your  affectionate  aunt  in  dape  distress, 

Jude  O’Halligan. 

To  Larry  O’Halligan. 

P.  S. — Don’t  write  to  me  until  ye  resave  this. 

N.  B. — When  ye  come  to  this  place  stop  and  don’t  rade 
any  more  ’til  my  nixt  which  may  not  be  ’till  I  write  ye  an¬ 
other  lether. 
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EDITORIALS 

Some  people  wonder  why  in  a  High  School  there  should 
be  a  magazine  (and  some  even  after  considering  it  show 

their  narrow-mindedness  by  not  having  one) . 
^^The  Sage.’’  We  are  proud  to  say  though  that  the  Greens¬ 
boro  High  School  has  for  years  considered 
our  magazine,  ^^The  Sage,’’  a  necessary  part  of  its  work 
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and  pleasure.  The  purpose  of  ^^The  Sage’’  is  two-fold.  First 
Ave  want  it  to  draw  the  students  of  the  High  School  closer 
together.  We  try  to  take  in  all  the  different  phases  of  High 
School  life  and  to  give  to  you  a  broader  and  clearer  outlook. 
Then  too  ‘^The  Sage”  is  just  an  outlet  through  which  the 
students  of  the  High  School  may  express  themselves.  In 
writing  for  this  magazine  they  may  thereby  prepare  for  a 
larger  work  later  on  in  stories,  verse,  and  sketching,  while 
the  editors  themselves  have  even  greater  resources  opened 
up  to  them.  We  hope  that  this  year  the  students  of  the 
High  School  will  co-operate  with  the  editors  and  teachers 
and  let  ^^The  Sage”  this  year  measure  up  to  the  standard 
set  for  us  by  the  previous  issues.  So  far  we  have  had  the 
co-operation  and  help  of  the  mass  of  students  and  are  most 
grateful  for  it,  both  for  the  way  you  have  subscribed  and  for 
your  contributions.  Out  of  three  hundred  and  seventy-two 
students  in  the  High  School  two  hundred  and  nineteen  have 
subscribed.  The  editors  know  that  there  are  many  hidden 
gold  mines  (minds)  in  the  school  and  we  only  ask  that  you 
give  us  a  fair  opportunity  of  finding  them ;  also  that  through¬ 
out  the  rest  of  the  year  you  will  give  us  your  hearty  support, 
because  without  this  ^^The  Sage”  will  not  be  able  to  exist. 


After  the  pleasant  summer  days  we  have  once  more  re¬ 
turned  to  old  G.  H.  S.  At  the  close  of  school  the  faces  of 

the  students  looked  rather  worn  and 
High  School  Spirit,  tired,  especially  after  exams.,  but  now 

they  are  bright  and  happy  and  every 
one  is  entering  into  the  school  life  with  a  zest.  Many  of 
you  remember  how  few  girls  and  boys  attended  the  baseball 
games  last  year,  even  the  championship  games  for  which  our 
boys  had  worked  so  hard.  They  were  tired  with  the  year’s 
work,  were  busy  with  examinations,  and  with  the  annual, 
but  we  have  no  such  excuse.  We  are  fresh  and  less  busy 
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than  we  will  be  later  this  year  and  we  are  ready  and  able  to 
do  just  what  we  want  to  do.  What  shall  we  make  this  year? 
There  is  no  one  in  the  High  School  who  is  not  proud  of  our 
football  team,  proud  of  the  way  they  take  defeat,  proud  of 
the  way  they  take  the  victory,  and  proud  of  the  way  they 
labor  and  toil  that  no  more  defeats  may  dampen  our  ardor. 
Then  don’t  stand  back  and  give  them  all  the  work  to  do.  As 
it  takes  contributions  and  subscriptions  to  make  The  Sage, 
it  takes  each  one  of  you  High  School  boys  and  girls  to  make 
our  football  team.  If  you  are  out  there  urging  them,  plead¬ 
ing  with  them  to  carry  the  ball  over  the  line,  they  will  do  it, 
but  if  you  leave  it  all  to  them  they  will  become  discouraged 
and  will  lose  heart  in  it  all.  Then  buy  a  season  ticket,  go 
to  the  games,  and  last,  but  not  least,  yell  for  our  boys. 


Under  a  new  administration  the  High  School  starts  to 
work  this  year.  We  are  delighted  to  say  though  that  it  is 

not  as  it  is  in  politics  and  that  we 
Isfew  Administration,  have  back  with  us  nearly  all  of  our 

last  year’s  teachers.  Mr.  W.  C.  A. 
Hammel,  formerly  a  teacher  in  the  State  Normal  College,  is 
with  us  as  superintendent.  We  appreciate  very  much  the 
energy  he  expended  for  our  benefit  this  past  summer  in  pre¬ 
paring  for  us  that  we  might  be  better  equipped,  not  only 
in  the  mental  line,  but  also  in  the  physical.  We  have  a 
clean  building,  new  desks  where  they  are  needed,  and  new 
books,  so  that  we  do  not  have  to  use  the  books  soiled  and 
worn  by  the  students  of  fifty  (?)  years  ago.  Mr.  Conway 
Smith,  of  Greenville,  S.  C.,  comes  to  us  as  principal,  a  man  of 
good  ideals  and  strong  intellect.  With  this  combined  force 
at  our  head  we  feel  that  this  vear’s  work  will  be  a  success. 


The  pupils  of  the  High  School  who  have  had  the  pleasure 
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of  associating  with  those  boys  and  girls  who  have  gone  out 

into  the  world  as  Seniors  or  as  Freshmen 
To  the  Alumni,  in  the  last  three  years,  feel  lost  without 

them,  and  since  we  cannot  have  them  back, 
we  beg  that  they  will  send  to  The  Sage  editors  news  concern¬ 
ing  them  of  all  descriptions,  that  we  may  give  to  the  students 
a  vivid  picture  of  what  these  boys  and  girls  are  doing,  who 
have  gone  out  but  are  not  forgotten  and  who  still  live  in  the 
minds  of  the  Greensboro  High  School.  We  are  ambitious  for 
The  Sage,  but  we  need  the  help  of  those  in  the  school  and 
of  those,  our  friends,  outside  of  the  school. 


I 
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Much  interest  has  been  shown  in  the  athletics  at  G.  H.  S. 
for  many  years.  It  is  not  surprising  then  that  the  Athletic 
Associations  are  always  the  first  to  organize. 

The  Boys’  Athletic  Association  was  organized  September 
17th,  the  second  day  of  school,  and  the  Girls’  Athletic  Asso¬ 
ciation  was  formed  on  the  19th.  Prof.  Hammel  was  elected 
President  of  the  Boys’  Association,  Earl  Rieves,  Vice-Presi¬ 
dent;  John  Johnson,  Secretary;  Eldridge  Clary,  Treasurer; 
and  Mr.  Ingle,  Press  Reporter.  The  following  were  elected 
to  pilot  the  various  teams  through  the  coming  seasons : 

Football— Lewis  Schenc,k  Manager;  Oscar  Boyst,  Asst. 
Mgr. ;  Claude  Pearce,  Captain ;  Leon  Milton,  Asst.  Captain. 

Basketball— Oscar  Boyst,  Mgr.;  Eldridge  Clary,  Asst. 
Mgr.;  Robert  Cox,  Capt.;  Lewis  Schenck,  Asst.  Capt. 

Baseball— Earl  Rieves,  Mgr. ;  Hampton  Carter,  Asst.  Mgr ; 
Leon  Milton,  Capt. ;  Claude  Pearce,  Asst.  Captain. 
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Track — V.  Bouldin,  Manager. 

In  the  Girls^  Athletic  Association,  Evangeline  Brown  was 
chosen  President;  Mary  Jordan,  Vice-President;  Sara  Brit¬ 
ton,  Secretary;  Claire  Stafford,  Treasurer,  and  Lucy  Blake, 
Press  Keporter.  The  manager  of  the  Girls’  Basketball  team 
is  Sarah  Poole,  with  Jean  McAlister,  assistant  manager,  and 
Virginia  Davis  captain. 


FOOTBALL. 

Captain  Pearce  called  the  first  football  practice  Sept.  19th. 
A  squad  of  about  twenty  reported  the  first  day.  This  num¬ 
ber  soon  was  increased,  and  a  second  team  was  organized. 
“Deacon”  Olive,  last  gear’s  captain,  Leland  Porter,  Samuel 
Bobinson,  Lacy  McAlister,  and  “Bull”  Alderman  graduated 
last  year  and  have  been  greatly  missed.  But  new  men  have  / 
been  found  and  have  developed  rapidly.  We  have  cause  to 
be  proud  of  the  excellent  game  our  boys  played  against  the 
heavier  and  more  experienced  Cluster  Springs  team. 

G.  H.  S.  vs.  CLUSTER  SPRINGS. 

/ 

The  first  game  was  October  7th  at  Cluster  Springs,  Va. 
Both  teams  were  on  their  toes  and  fighting  all  through  the 
game.  The  proof  of  this  is  that  but  one  forward  pass  was 
successful  and  the  largest  run  made  was  not  but  thirty 
yards  and  it  was  not  repeated.  Cluster  could  gain  only 
through  the  line,  both  touchdowns  being  made  by  successive 
line  plunges.  We  were  on  the  defensive  the  whole  time,  and 
the  fact  that  Cluster  did  not  cross  the  line  until  the  last  of 
the  third  quarter  and  once  in  the  fourth  shows  how  hard  our 
team  was  fighting. 

Our  line-up  was  as  follows:  Clary,  center;  Oakes,  right 
guard;  Forsyth,  right  tackle;  Shaffer,  right  end;  Armfield, 
left  guard;  Barnes,  left  tackle;  Pruden,  left  end;  Milton, 
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quarter;  Pearce,  full  back;  Callum,  right  half,  and  Cox,  left 
half.  Substitutes,  Stamey  for  Forsyth,  Rawlins  for  Barnes, 
Shelton  for  Shaffer. 

Score  by  quarters : 

Cluster  Springs . 0 — 0 — 6 — 6 — total  12 

G.  H.  S . 0—0— 0—0— total  0 

G.  H.  S.  VS.  WINSTON. 

On  October  14th  we  met  Winston  High  School  at  Winston. 
Having  defeated  Winston  for  the  four  preceding  years,  our 
team  was  over-confident.  When,  after  the  kick-off  by  our 
center,  the  Winston  team  carried  the  ball  across  the  goal 
line  in  one  run,  it  was  evident  that  the  ^^pep’’  and  ‘‘go^’  were 
taken  out  of  our  team.  Our  boys  didn’t  seem  able  to  over¬ 
come  this  discouragement  and  Winston  was  enabled  to  pile 
up  a  big  score.  Winston,  as  did  Cluster,  gained  through  our 
line,  making  but  few  long  runs  after  the  first.  Our  team 
fought  every  minute  but  was  unable  to  hold  Winston  for 
downs  but  once.  Pearce  played  his  usual  steady  game. 
Clary  made  some  fine  punts.  Barnes  at  tackle  seemed  to  be 
the  only  line  man  that  could  get  into  the  plays.  After  Raw¬ 
lins  was  placed  in  the  game  he  worked  and  fought  hard. 

Our  line-up  was  as  follows:  Clary,  center;  Oakes,  right 
guard;  Forsyth,  right  tackle;  Shelton,  right  end;  Armfleld, 
left  guard;  Barnes,  left  tackle;  Pruden,  left  end;  Milton, 
quarter;  Pearce,  full  back,  and  Cox  and  Callum,  half  backs. 
Substitutes :  Rawlins  for  Forsyth,  Stamey  for  Shelton. 

Score  by  quarters : 

Winston  High  School . 13—7 — 7— 6— total  33 

H.  S .  0—0— 0—0— total  0 

This  game  counts  in  the  State  championship,  but  it  does 
not  eliminate  us,  as  we  have  a  game  with  Winston  two 
weeks  from  the  game  played  there.  We’ll  win  then  and  be 
back  in  the  race. 

The  team  and  the  school  owes  many  thanks  to  Sidney 
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Pruden,  William  Transou  and  Annie  Mary  Smith  for  the 
use  of  their  cars  in  carrying  the  team  to  Winston.  Also  the 
High  School  is  to  be  praised  ofr  the  support  they  gave  the 
team  on  the  field.  It  was  surprising  to  see  that  the  attend¬ 
ance  from  Greensboro  was  nearly  as  large  as  that  from 
Winston.  The  next  five  games  are  at  home  and  if  there’s  a 
time  when  every  boy  and  girl  in  the  High  School  can  sup¬ 
port  the  team  it  is  when  it  plays  at  home.  The  team  needs 
the  support  of  every  boy  and  girl  in  the  High  School.  We 
have  not  lost  the  State  chamiponship  yet  by  a  long  way,  and 
with  the  material  we  have,  with  the  team  reorganized  as  it 
has  been,  and  under  Coach  Grimsley,  we  shall  yet  put  up  a 
fight  that  shall  mean  victory. 

G.  n.  S.  vs.  DANVILLE  HIGH  SCHOOL. 

% 

Our  prediction  has  already  come  true  before  our  magazine 
goes  to  press.  At  Cone  Park  Saturday,  October  22,  our  team 
defeated  the  Danville  High  School  team  with  an  overwhelm¬ 
ing  score.  Our  team  was  entirely  reorganized.  We  were 
expecting  our  team  to  win  after  the  week  of  very  efficient 
and  hard  training  it  had  undergone  under  the  coaching  of 
Mr.  Grimsley,  but  the  high  score  was  surprising.  The  at¬ 
tendance  was  good  at  the  game  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the 
celebrated  actress,  Maude  Adams,  was  in  town.  The  busi¬ 
ness  men  particularly  attended  the  game  in  large  numbers 
and  the  Athletic  Association  is  highly  pleased  with  their 
support. 

The  Danville  team  was  easy  for  our  team  from  the  very 
beginning.  Our  boys  had  little  difficulty  in  making  gains 
either  through  the  line  or  by  end  runs.  Danville  was  at  no 
time  dangerous,  failing  to  get  closer  than  the  twenty  yard 
line  of  Grensboro’s  goal.  Clary  and  Milton  led  in  the  play¬ 
ing  of  an  all-star  backfield  and  the  line  looked  good,  being 
decidedly  improved. 

The  line-up  was  as  follows :  King,  left  end ;  Barnes,  left 
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tackle;  Rawlins,  left  guard;  Cox,  center;  Forsyth,  right 
guard ;  Callum,  right  tackle ;  Shaft'er,  right  end ;  Boyst,  quar¬ 
ter  back;  Milton,  right  half;  Clary,  left  half;  Pearce,  full 
back.  Substitutes,  Davidson  for  Rawlins,  Rawlins  for  Cal¬ 
lum,  Oakes  for  Davidson,  Staiuey  for  Shaffer,  Pruden  for 
Clary. 

Score  by  quarters : 

Danville  High  School .  0 —  0 —  0 — 0 — total  0 

G.  H.  S . 14— 13— 14— 0— total  41 

The  remaining  games  Manager  Schenck  has  been  able  to 
schedule  are  as  follows : 

Oct.  28 — Winston  H.  S.  in  Greensboro. 

Nov.  G — Asheville  H.  S.  in  Greensboro. 

Nov.  11 — Reidsville  H.  S.  in  Greensboro. 

Nov.  18 — Charlotte  H.  S.  in  Greensboro. 

4 

Nov.  25 — Donaldson  Military  Academy  at  Fayetteville 
(pending) . 

Nov.  30 — (Thanksgiving) — Danville  H.  S.  in  Danville. 


A  most  pleasing  enthusiasm  has  been  manifested  in  the 
literary  societies.  The  plans  for  the  year  are  very  interest¬ 
ing  and  we  feel  sure  that  every  individual  member  is  willing 
and  anxious  to  do  his  or  her  part  towards  making  this  year 
one  of  the  golden  years  in  the  history  of  our  societies.  This 
can  be  done  and  our  meetings  can  be  made  delightful  and 
profitable. 


THE  MCNEIL  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

There  have  been  three  regular  meetings  of  the  McXeil 
Literary  Society  this  session.  The  first,  a  strictly  business 
meeting,  was  held  Friday,  Sep":*  22,  for  the  purpose  of  elect¬ 
ing  officers  for  the  ensuing  term.  The  following  officers  were 
elected : 

President — Elizabeth  Clary. 

Vice-President — Evangeline  Brown. 

Secretary — Sarah  Britton. 

Treasurer — Emma  Blake. 

Censor — Lucy  Clapp. 

Critic — Jean  McAlister. 
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Press  Reporter — Nellie  Jefferson. 

Monitors— May  B.  Penn  and  Sarah  Longest. 

After  this  election  the  society  joined  the  lonians  in  the 
chapel  to  select  members  from  the  ninth  grade.  ; 

On  Friday,  Oct.  6,  the  second  regular  meeting  of  the  Mc¬ 
Neil  Literary  Society  was  held.  A  cordial  welcome  was  ex¬ 
tended  by  the  president  to  the  new  members,  coming  into  the 
society  from  the  ninth  grade.  After  the  reading  of  the  con¬ 
stitution  and  the  disposal  of  other  business,  a  thoroughly 
delightful  program  was  given  by  various  members  of  the 
society.  Several  musical  selections  and  a  few  readings  were 
enjoyed.  Of  especial  interest  was  a  paper  by  Miss  Aliene 
Mitchell  on  the  name  of  the  John  Charles  McNeil  Society 
and  the  purpose  of  the  society  in  the  High  School. 

'  Mr.  Conway  Smith,  our  new  principal,  and  Mr.  W.  C.  A. 
Hammel,  the  superintendent  of  city  schools,  were  elected 
honorary  members  of  the  society  and  Mr.  Smith  made  a 
short  address  in  appreciation  of  the  membership. 

The  McNeil  Literary  Society  held  an  interesting  meeting 
Friday,  October  20.  Mr.  W.  C.  A.  Hammel,  superintendent 
of  the  city  schools,  and  an  honorary  member  of  the  society, 
talked  to  the  society  about  its  work.  Instead  of  observing 
the  usual  order  of  a  literary  ])rogram,  the  society  gave  a 
unique  and  enjoyable  entertainment  in  honor  of  the  new  and 
honorary  members. 

Miss  Clary,  president  of  the  society,  stated  that  every  one 
present  had  a  ticket  to  ‘‘Berry  Bros.^  Circus,’’  and  the  gath¬ 
ering  was  adjourned  and  proceeded  to  the  rear  of  the  school 
building,  where  the  “circus”  was  given  on  the  campus.  The 
old  members  of  the  society  gave  the  performance,  which  was 
in  charge  of  Miss  Lucy  Clapp  and  Miss  Margaret  Gilliam. 

Before  the  circus,  a  parade  was  given  in  which  all  the 
members  of  the  show  appeared.  Miss  Ruth  Pickard  proved 
herself  a  capable  director  and  Miss  Evangeline  Brown,  as 
Cleopatra  Hortense  Jezebel,  queen  of  the  circus,  pleased  with 


THE  SAGE 


45 


her  Spanish  dances.  Surely  no  circus  would  be  complete 
without  popcorn,  peanuts  and  ^^all  day  suckers.”  These 
were  very  much  in  evidence  during  the  entire  performance. 

THE  IONIAN  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

The  object  of  the  first  meeting  of  the  Ionian  Literary  So¬ 
ciety,  held  Sept.  22,  was  the  election  of  officers  for  the  fall 
term,^the  following  being  elected: 

President — Mary  Louise  Donnell. 

Vice-President — Sarah  Poole. 

Secretary — Mary  Ragland. 

Treasurer — Love  Ireland. 

Censor — Alice  Maud  Johnson. 

Critic — Hannah  Jacobs. 

Press  Reporter — Blanche  Sternberger. 

Monitors — Ruth  Dillon  and  Katherine  Keith. 

The  selection  of  the  members  to  come  from  the  ninth  grade 
was  the  next  business  and  for  this  the  lonians  and  McNeils 
held  a  joint  meeting. 

The  second  meeting  of  the  Ionian  Society,  which  was  held 
in  Room  3,  Oct.  16,  was  the  first  to  be  attended  by  the  new 
members.  However,  they  soon  felt  themselves  to  be  a  part 
of  the  society  for  they  received  a  hearty  welcome  from  the 
prsident  in  behalf  of  the  society.  The  constitution  was  read 
for  the  benefit  of  these  members,  in  order  that  they  might 
know  the  laws  governing  the  society.  Basketball  was  dis¬ 
cussed  during  the  meeting  and  a  captain  elected  for  the 
team.  An  interesting  program  followed  the  business,  consist¬ 
ing  in  the  discussion,  through  several  papers,  of  the  lives 
and  works  of  several  of  the  most  noted  men  of  our  Old  North 
State.  Miss  Waterhouse  made  a  short  talk  at  the  close  of 
the  program. 

A  meeting  of  the  Ionian  iterary  Society  was  held  in  the 
chapel  on  Friday,  October  20.  After  a  short  business  session 
the  program  w^as  turned  over  to  the  committee.  Several 
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piano  solos  and  readings  delighted  the  audience.  A  debate 
was  one  of  the  special  features  of  entertainment.  The  query 
was,  ^Ttesollved,  that  a  straight  pin  is  more  useful  to  a 
woman  than  a  hairpin.’^  Those  speaking  for  the  affirmative 
were  Virginia  Bloxton  and  Elizabeth  Clegg;  for  the  negative, 
Helen  Vaughn  and  Madonna  Grantham.  The  judges  decided 
that  the  hairpin  was  of  just  as  much  use  to  a  woman  as  the 
straight  pin.  The  program  Avas  pleasantly  interrupted  when 
the  society  rushed  to  the  windoAV  to  view  the  McNeil  circus 
parade. 

THE  DIAPHESIAN  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

On  the  afternoon  of  Sept.  22,  191G,  the  Di.  Society  was 
called  to  order  for  the  first  time  this  year  by  Mr.  Ingle  as 
chairman.  The  business  of  the  meeting  was  to  elect  the  fol¬ 
lowing  officers: 

President — Oscar  Bovst. 

t/ 

Vice-President — Robert  Pearce. 

Secretary — Claude  Pearce. 

Treasurer — George  Rankin. 

Press  Reporter — Fletcher  Ridge. 

First  Censor — Willard  Rainev. 

Second  Censor — John  Schenck. 

There  being  no  other  business  the  society  adjourned. 

A  call  meeting  of  the  society  Avas  held  Sept.  28.  The 
program  for  the  next  meeting  Avas  read  and  the  following 
committees  were  appointed : 

Committee  of  Appeals — John  Johnson,  chairman. 

Committee  of  Triangular  Debates— Lewis  Scheck,  chair¬ 
man. 

Section  Committee — Henry  Jacobs,  chairman. 

Athletic  Committee — John  Callum,  chairman. 

Then  two  Monitors,  Sameul  Kerr  and  George  Eichorn 
were  elected. 

On  Friday  afternoon,  Oct.  6,  1916,  the  Diaphesian  Liter- 


THE  SAGE 


47 


ary  Society  held  its  regular  meeting  in  the  Society  Hall. 
After  a  short  business  meeting  a  very  interesting  program 
was  rendered  by  the  old  members  of  the  society,  consisting 
in  several  readings  and  humorous  selections,  a  reading  and 
explanation  of  the  constitution  and  by-laws  by  Lewis 
Schenck  and  other  numbers.  ^‘The  Meaning  of  the  Society 
to  the  Boys  and  the  High  School’’  was  the  subject  of  a  very 
interesting  and  instructive  talk  by  Mr.  Ingle.  A  part  of  the 
program  especially  amusing  and  entertaining  was  the  mak¬ 
ing  of  speeches  by  the  new  members.  After  this  the  society 
adjourned. 

THE  PHILOMELIAN  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 

On  Friday  afternoon.  Sept.  22,  1916,  the  old  members  of 
the  Phi.  Society  met  in  room  No.  1,  Mr.  Workman  acting  as 
chairman.  The  following  officers  were  elected : 

President — Earle  Rives. 

Vice-President — Archer  Shelton. 

Secretary — Vandeford  Bouldin. 

Treasurer — Sidney  Pruden. 

Press  Reporter — Eldridge  Clary. 

First  Censor — Leon  Milton. 

Second  Censor — Olan  Barnes. 

The  president  appointed  a  program  committee  and  a  com¬ 
mittee  to  assist  him  in  choosing  new  members,  after  which 
business  the  society  adjourned. 

A  call  meeting  of  the  Phi.  Society  was  held  in  room  No.  1 
Sept.  28.  The  program  of  the  next  meeting  was  read  and 
Mr.  Workman  gave  some  very  helpful  suggestions  for  the 
next  debate. 

On  Friday  afternoon,  Oct.  6,  the  Phi.  Society  held  its 
regular  meeting  in  the  Society  Hall.  The  following  program 
was  carried  out: 

A  debate,  ^‘Resolved  that  the  Governor’s  rights  of  reprieve 
should  be  abolished Prospects  for  football  this  season  by 
Leon  Milton,  and  a  declamation  by  Harry  Schiffman. 


A  banquet  was  given  at  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Friday  night,  the 
20th  of  October,  for  the  boys  of  the  J unior  and  Senior  classes 
of  G.  H.  S.  The  arranging  committee  appointed  the  follow¬ 
ing  High  School  girls  to  serve  the  delightful  supper :  Misses 
Virginia  Davis,  Mary  Jordan,  Claire  Stafford,  Lucy  Myers, 
Jean  McAlister  and  Elizabeth  Clary.  After  the  banquet 
several  speeches  were  made  by  Messrs.  S.  Clay  Williams, 
Barlow,  Moffitt  and  Smith.  Mr.  Williams’  address  was  ex¬ 
ceedingly  good.  He  talked  about  ^^Clean  Athletics,”  and 
compared  athletics  of  today  with  that  of  fifty  years  ago.  Mr. 
LeAvis  Schenck,  chairman  of  the  committee,  acted  as  toast¬ 
master. 


After  the  game  at  Winston-Salem  on  the  14th  of  October, 
the  Winston  football  team  tendered  a  delightful  reception  to 
our  boys  and  visitors  at  the  High  School.  It  was  a  leap  year 
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affair,  consequently  the  girls  had  to  take  the  part  of  boys, 
which  they  did  to  perfection.  One  of  the  many  features  of 
evening  was  Progressive  Conversation,  which  every  one  en¬ 
joyed  to  the  fullest  extent.  All  enjoyed  the  ''eats’'  which 
were  cream,  cake,  and  nuts.  This  reception  proved  that 
Greensboro  was  not  the  only  city  noted  for  its  beauties. 


A  reception  was  given  by  the  G.  H.  S.  team  at  the  beauti¬ 
ful  home  of  Miss  Margaret  Thompson  on  North  Elm  street 
for  the  Danville  football  boys.  The  evening  was  pleasantly 
spent  in  dancing.  Upon  the  arrival  of  the  guests,  punch  was 
served  from  a  picturesque  alcove  in  the  reception  hall.  Later 
in  the  evening  a  delicious  course  of  refreshments  was  served, 
consisting  of  cream  and  cake.  Every  one  had  a  dandy  good 
time. 


Mr.  A.  H.  Gant  was  a  visitor  in  the  school  recently.  The 
entire  student  body  was  delighted  to  have  one  of  its  former 
teachers  back  again. 


Miss  Evangeline  Brown,  ’17,  has  returned  from  High  Point 
where  she  took  part  in  the  Pitts-Mann  wedding. 


Mr.  Polk  Denmark,  formerly  of  this  city,  but  now  of  Ral¬ 
eigh,  visited  the  school  last  week. 


The  following  1916  Seniors  have  been  visitors  in  the  school 
recently :  Edith  Haller,  Eva  Thomas,  Mary  Morrison,  Katie 
Thomas  and  James  Witherspoon. 


The  many  friends  of  Mr.  Wakefield  Mowery,  ’17,  wlil  be 
glad  to  learn  that  he  is  out  again  after  a  brief  illness. 
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The  student  body  desires  to  express  the  appreciation  of 
the  school  to  the  following  who  furnished  their  cars  to  the 
cause  of  the  High  School  October  14th  by  taking  patriots  to 
the  football  game  in  Winston :  Roberta  Strudwick,  Jean  Mc¬ 
Alister,  Annie  Mary  Smith,  Marie  Tessier,  Irene  Perkins, 
Ruth  Rightsell,  Mary  Jordan,  William  Transou,  Sidney  Pru- 
den  and  Rudolph  Bernau.  Hal  Montgomery  and  Charles 
Taylor,  although  not  members  -of  the  student  body,  also 
furnished  cars. 


We  were  delighted  to  have  Mr.  C.  W.  Gold,  of  this  city, 
with  us  on  Monday  morning,  October  16.  Mr.  Gold  made  a 
most  interesting  and  inspiring  talk,  which  we  all  thoroughly 
enjoyed. 


There  is  unanimous  approval  of  the  plan  of  examinations 
adopted  by  our  new  superintedent  and  High  School  princi¬ 
pal.  The  bi-monthly  examinations  are  to  be  abolished  and 
instead  we  are  to  have  two  examinations,  one  at  the  close  of 
each  semester. 


It  was  announced  recently  that  Mr.  Lawson,  of  the  city, 
has  been  secured  to  direct  our  orchestra. 


The  High  School  Glee  Club  is  being  formed  by  Miss  Moore, 
our  new  music  director.  The  members  of  the  Girls’  Glee  Club 
have  already  been  announced.  The  boys’  club  will  be  an¬ 
nounced  soon. 


The  student  body  is  indebted  to  the  Fair  Association  for 
free  tickets  to  the  Central  Carolina  Fair  on  Friday,  October 
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13,  Educational  Day.  High  School  teachers  and  pupils  took 
advantage  of  the  holiday  and  had  a  great  time. 


Friday  night,  October  20,  in  the  Y.  M.  0.  A.  banquet  hall, 
Mr.  S.  Clay  Williams,  one  of  the  city^s  attorneys,  delivered 
an  address  to  our  football  teams.  He  emphasized  the  fact 
that  the  football  player  is  not  made  on  the  gridiron.  It  is 
there  that  he  is  developed.  He  makes  himself  fit  to  be  devel¬ 
oped  by  mastering  himself  and  by  forming  correct  habits. 
The  address  was  instructing  and  convincing. 


Misses  Sarah  Poole  and  Evangeline  Brown,  members  of 
the  Senior  class,  will  entertain  their  classmates,  teachers 
and  friends  at  a  Hallowe’en  masquerade  Friday  evening, 
October  28. 


Among  those  who  did  not  return  to  the  High  School  this 
year  are,  Mary  Adele  Glenn,  Irene  Grimsley,  Margaret  Cra¬ 
ter  and  Julia  Turner,  all  of  whom  are  attending  school  at  Ch 
C.  W.;  Mary  Wilson,  who  is  at  St.  Mary’s;  Lillian  Brandt, 
who  is  at  Chatham,  Va. ;  Marion  Mendenhall,  who  is  at 
West  Lawn,  Penn.;  Jessie  Stephens,  who  is  at  the  Normal, 
and  Virginia  Lea,  who  is  at  Flora  McDonald. 


With  the  Class  of  1916. 

Most  of  the  members  of  last  year’s  class  are  continuing 
the  role  of  students. 

Ben  Cone  and  Hobert  Southers  are  at  the  State  University. 
Sam  Robinson  is  at  the  University  of  Virginia. 
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Albert  McAdams,  Lacy  McAlister  and  James  Witherspoon 
are  at  Davidson. 

Leland  Porter  is  at  the  Richmond  Dental  College. 

Osmond  Pate  is  at  A.  &  M. 

Rvland  Olive  is  at  Georgia  Tech. 

Murray  Thornton  is  at  the  Naval  Academy  at  Annapolis. 

Three  of  the  class  have  positions  with  business  firms  in 
the  city: 

Winfree  Alderman  is  with  the  Southern  Life  and  Trust  Co. 
Elwood  Mitchell  is  in  the  Bradstreet  office. 

Sampson  Weiss  is  with  the  Cone  Export  and  Commission 
Company. 


The  girls  attending  college  are:  Mary  Alderman,  Celia 
Goldstein,  Fay  Martin,  Elizabeth  Smith,  Lila  Slack,  Katie 
Thomas  and  Jessie  May  Young  at  the  Normal ;  Mary  Morri¬ 
son  and  Eva  Thomas  are  at  G.  C.  W. ;  Magdaline  Monroe  is 
at  Meredith ;  Janie  Angel  is  at  Elon ;  Evelyn  Schiffman  is  at 
the  Florida  Normal  School;  Kathleen  Bennett  is  at  the 
Texas  State  Normal ;  Jessie  Howard  is  at  the  Eastern  Caro¬ 
lina  Training  School,  Greenville,  N.  C.;  Lillian  Merrimon 
entered  Hollins  College,  Virginia,  but  became  sick  and  had 
to  return  home.  We  are  glad  to  report  that  she  has  im¬ 
proved. 


Edith  Haller,  Mary  Sanders  and  Mary  Louise  Low  are 
spending  the  winter  at  their  homes. 


This  year  we  are  delighted  to  have  with  ns  several  new 
teachers :  Miss  Moore,  teacher  of  music,  of  this  city ;  Miss 
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Gressitt,  teacher  of  mathematics ;  Miss  Albright,  teacher  of 
English,  and  Mr.  Rogers,  Latin  teacher. 


The  friends  of  those  teachers  who  left  us  last  year  will  be 
glad  to  know  that  Dr.  Mann  is  now  superintendent  of  the 
schools  of  Greenville,  S.  O.,  that  Mr.  Warren  is  principal  of 
a  grammar  school  in  Columbia,  S.  G.,  and  that  Mr.  Riser 
presides  over  a  history  class  in  the  High  School  of  the  same 
city. 


“Give  me  an  egg  sandwich/’  exclaimed  Eldridge  Clary  as 
he  hurried  into  a  lunch  room  in  Danville. 

“Do  you  want  to  eat  it  now  or  take  it  with  you?” 

“Both,”  answered  Eldridge. 
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Mr.  Ingle  surprised  his  Senior  English  class  by  giving  the 
following  exercise  in  spelling:  ^ 

“It  is  exceedingly  disagreeable  to  view  the  unparalleled 
embarrassment  of  a  harassed  saddler  sitting  on  a  cemetery 
wall  gauging  the  symmetry  of  a  skilfully  peeled  potato.” 


V.  Bouldin  (coming  to  the  door  during  Algebra  period)  — 
“Mr.  Workman,  may  I  speak  to  Ed.  Denny?” 

Mr.  W. — ^Ms  it  important?’^ 

V.  (not  understanding)— ^^No,  it's  Ed.  Denny." 


Henry — ^^Say,  George,  why  don't  you  settle  down  and  take 
a  wife?" 

George— 'H  would,  but  I  don't  know  whose  wife  to  take." 


Mary  Ragland — ^^Robert,  what's  the  shape  of  a  kiss?" 
Robert — ‘^Give  me  one  and  we'll  call  it  square!" 


Mr.  Ingle — ^^Class,  we  have  had  enough  slang  in  this 
room,  and  I  want  you  to  cut  it  out — get  me?" 


Mr.  Webster — ^^Fletcher,  what  is  the  dew  point?" 
Fletcher — ^Hsn't  that  the  big  powder  plant?" 


Bryan — ^^Sarah,  do  you  love  pickles?" 
Sarah — ^Wes." 

Bryan — wish  I  were  a  pickle." 


Virginia,  at  11 :30  P.  M. — “Do  you  know  how  to  play 
ball  ?" 
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Willard — I  try.’^ 

Virginia— '‘Well,  here’s  your  hat.  Go,  make  a  home  run.” 


Miss  Alex,  (absent-mindedly)— "Enoch,  you  give  out  the 
windows,  and  Fletcher  you  raise  the  caps.” 


Hampton — "Annie  Mary,  how  much  do  you  weigh?” 
A.  M.— "110  lbs.” 

Hamp.— "You  do?  You  certainly  don’t  feel  like  it.” 


Mr.  Smith  (talking  to  Seniors) — "We  cannot  possibly 
get  in  all  the  work,  so  each  one  will  stay  one  day  each  week 
until  four  o’clock.  Are  there  any  questions?” 

Wakefield  (after  the  time  had  been  lengthened  in  other 
ways  too) — "Mr.  Smith,  how  will  my  washerwoman  know 
where  to  send  my  clothes?” 


An  Important  Date!  The  thirteenth  month,  thirty-second 
day  in  the  year  nineteen  hundred  and  never,  Mr.  Rogers 
smiled. 


If  I  were  Eugene  Shaw, 

Do  you  know  what  I  would  do? 
I’d  bore  a  hole  right  thru  my  head, 
And  let  some  sense  spill  through. 


Mr.  Workman — "Sarah,  put  the  sixth  one  on  the  board.” 
Sarah — "On  the  side  board?” 

From  Rear — "No,  on  the  buffet.” 
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Mr.  Rogers — ^^Boys,  bring  a  notebook  tomorrow  for  your 
Latin  sentences.” 

Irwin  Thompson — ^^Goodness,  Mr.  Rogers,  we’ve  got  a 
notebook  now  for  everything  except  recess  and  study 
periods.” 


Mr.  Rogers  (reading  a  sentence) — ^^She  smiled  when  she 
saw  me.” 

Voice  from  rear — laughed  out  loud,” 


Stranger  (to  Eugene  Shaw) — Young  man,  how  much 
will  you  take  for  Greensboro?” 


Bessie  May — ^^Cora  Moore,  that  old  Archer  Shelton  doesn’t 
care  a  thing  in  the  world  about  you?” 

Cora — ‘‘Huh !  That’s  not  the  way  he  tells  me.” 


Mr.  Workman— “This  problem  has  no  number  page  or 
name  on  it.  Since  I  do  not  know  whose  it  is  I  suppose  I 

had  better  give  him  a  zero.” 

Mr.  Workman— “I  don’t  see  why  you  don’t  understand  it. 
I  explained  that  very  same  proposition  yesterday  on  class.” 
Arnold— “Yes,  that’s  why  we  can’t  understand  it.” 


Exchange  Department 

As  this,  our  first  issue  of  ^^The  Sage’^  for  the  year  1916-’17 
goes  to  press,  the  Exchange  Department  has  not  received 
any  High  School  magazines  for  exchange,  but  before  our  next 
issue  we  feel  sure  there  will  be  a  long  list  of  exchanged  mag¬ 
azines  on  our  desk  from  High  Schools  of  this  and  other 
states. 

'‘The  Sage''  eagerly  welcomes  these  magazines  and  derives 
much  pleasure  from  their  perusal.  We  also  feel  that  this  ex¬ 
change  of  magazines  is  a  very  helpful  practice,  as  it  helps 
us  to  see  our  mistakes,  and  shows  us  wherein  we  can  im¬ 
prove  our  magazine;  and  so  we  go  to  press  trusting  that  we 
may,  in  some  small  degree,  prove  of  some  interest  and  bene¬ 
fit  to  our  exchange  friends. 
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DILT^  TRQES  FDT? 


Never  before  in  the  History  of  the  High 
Schooi  have  the  business  men  of  Greensboro 
raified  to  the  support  of  our  magazine  as  they 
have  this  ^year.  STUDENTS,  TEACHERS,  and 
PARENTS  carefuliy  read  the  advertisements 
in  this  magazine  and  heip  patronize  the  IRER-' 
CHANTS  who  PATRONIZE  US. 

Business  Manager. 
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I  A  CONSERVATIVE  WITH  A  MOVE  ON  I 

I  Jefferson  Standard  Life  Insurance  Company  | 

I  HOME  OFFICE,  GREENSBORO,  N.  C.  | 

I  LARGEST  REGULAR  LIFE  INSURANCE  COMPANY  IN  THE  SOUTH  | 

=  '  ▼TTTTTTTTTTTTTTT  H 

i  Insurance  in  force  over  -  -  $48,000,000.00  % 

1  Surplus  to  policy  holders  over  -  1,100,000.00  i 

1  Assets  over  -  -  -  -  7,000,000.00  1 


I  The  presence  of  this  great  institution  in  Greensboro  means  more  to  the  mer-  | 
I  chants  in  this  city  than  the  presence  of  a  factory  with  a  pay  roll  of  over  $  1 ,500.00  i 
I  per  week.  i 

I  Take  your  life  insurance  in  the  Jefferson  Standard  and  keep  | 
I  your  money  at  home  | 


I  Let  Us  Teach  You  the  Art  of  Dressing  | 


STOCKARD  &  WIMBISH 


I  The  Sign  of  the  Scissors  2 1 2  South  Elm  Street  | 

I J.  Ed.  Albright  1 

I  ESTIMATES  FURNISHED  GREENSBORO.  N.  C.  | 

|iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiieiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiij||||]||||j||||||||||||||||tH^ 

I  SCHIFFMAN  JEWELRY  COMPANY  | 
I  Hjrabing  ilwurlrra  | 

I  GREENSBORO.  -  -  -  NORTH  CAROLINA  | 
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start  Your  Own  Account 


E  If  you  do  not  have  an  account  with  this  bank,  start  one,  even  though  it  s 

s  is  small.  We  are  interested  in  your  success  and  business  welfare.  We  h 

E  want  to  help  you  to  the  very  best  of  our  ability.  Come  to  us  for  advice.  s 

=  You  are  welcome  to  ask  questions  freely  and  consult  us  as  often  as  you  = 

=  wish.  It  will  be  a  pleasure  to  us  if  we  can  be  of  assistance  to  you.  We  s 

s  pay  4  per  cent  on  savings.  1 

I  American  Exchange  National  Bank  | 

I  R.  G.  VAUGHN,  President  GREENSBORO,  N.  C.  F.  C.  BOYLES,  Cashier  | 


I  Eift  ^mnrr  of  Oirttttig  Strlf  j 

1  Is  to  save  part  of  your  earnings.  Form  a  habit  of  saving  a  certain  portion  of  your  | 
1  salary,  then  keep  it  up  regularly,  and  in  a  short  time  you  will  be  surprised  to  see  s 
1  how  much  you  have  accumulated.  e 

I  BRING  US  YOUR  ACCOUNT  | 

I  Greensboro  Loan  and  Trust  Comp’y  | 

=  “The  Bank  with  the  Chimes”  = 


POWER  TO  CREATE 


The  facination  of  creating,  of  striving  to  do  what  = 
no  other  has  ever  done  before,  is  behind  every  E 

achievement  in  ELECJRICAL  WORK  I 


1  In  the  electrical  game,  we  have  been  holding  the  test  tube  over  the  pale  blue  flame  | 
I  for  the  past  twenty  years.  Is  this  worth  considering?  If  so,  allow  us  to  give  you  the  | 
I  benefit  of  our  experience.  | 


E  Telephone  No.  647 


R.  H.  Milton  I 

no  W.  Sycamore  St.  1 


I  Money  to  Loan 

i  Business  strictly  confidential. 
E  334  South  Elm  Street 


On  personal  property.  Bargains  in  Unredeemed  ^ 

Diamonds,  Watches,  Jewelry,  etc.  | 

A.  W.  KAPLAN  I 

Greensboro,  N.  g 


THE  “BIG”  STORE 

Leads  in  value-giving.  It  has  always  offered  “Better 
Goods  for  the  same  money,  or  the  Same  Goods  for  loss 
money  than  elsewhere. 


I  Dick’s  Laundry  Company  | 

I  SHIRTS,  COLLARS,  AND  CUFFS  ( 


A  SPECIALTY 


Telephone  72 


Greensboro,  N.  C. 


YOUNG  MEN’S  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 


DO 

YOU 

WANT 

TO 

WIN 

IN 

ATHLETICS 


MAX  T.  PAYNE 


GENERAL  INSURANCE 
Greensboro,  N.  C. 


Better  let  me  call  before  the  fire  engine  or  ambulance* 
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A.  Walker  Tailoring 

GREENSBORO’S  LEADING  TAILORS 

Dry  Cleaning,  Altering,  Pressing 


TELEPHONE  289 


TWO  STORES  WITH  BUT  A 
SINGLE  THOUGHT 


The  Carolina  Queen  Range 

Made  of  the  best  material.  Can¬ 
not  rust  out.  Will  last  a  lifetime. 
Heats  Quickly.  Requires  little  fuel. 
Fully  Guaranteed.  Sold  by  Hard¬ 
ware  and  Furniture  Dealers. 

Manufactured  by 

GLASCOCK  STOVE  &  MFC.  CO. 

GREENSBORO,  N.  C. 


“To  Serve 
You  Right” 


Greensboro  Drug  Company 
Fariss-Klutz  Drug  Company 


CANDY 


i  ALL  KINDS 


FOR  ALL  OCCASIONS  | 


NUTS,  CRYSTALLIZED  FRUITS,  CHOCOLATES,  ETC. 

Gate  City  Candy  Company 


=  331  South  Elm  Street 


Telephone  375  g 


Anything  You  Want  in  the 

Sporting  Goods  Line 

Can  be  had  from  Spaulding 


g  We  are  Spaulding’s  Greensboro  Agents  s 

I  WILLS  BOOK  &  STATIONERY  CO.  | 


I  The  Young  Men’s  Shop  |  MOTHERS’  JOY  | 


I  I  fOR  CROUP.  PNEUMONIA  | 

I  - - I  AND  COLD  I 

I  ALWAYS  DISPLAY-  |  | 

I  ING  SOMETHING  |  '  | 

I  NEW  TO  TICKLE  |  -  | 

I  YOUR  FANCY  I  I 


Goose  Grease  Liniment  | 

IS  FOR  NEURALGIA,  RHEUMAT-  | 
ISM  AND  ALL  ACHES  AND  PAINS  | 

I  I  am  after  your  business  j 

I  ENGRAVER  AND  PRINTER  | 

E  208  North  Elm  Street  Opposite  City  Hall  1 

I  BRADLEY’S  ELM  STREET  PHARMACY  | 

j  Xlie  Quality  Orug  Store  | 

I  Telephones  57  and  58  Next  to  Postoffice  | 


Ricks-Donnell-  | 
Medearis  Co.  | 

Benbow  Arcade  1 
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I  Burtner  Furniture  Company  I 

I  Is  a  good  place  to  look  before  you  buy.  I 

I  We  furnish  the  home  complete.  Window  | 

I  shades  made  to  order.  PHONE  731  I 


I  GREENSBORO.  N.  C.  BURLINGTON,  N.  C.  | 
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I  Snappy  Clothes  for  the  Young  Man  | 

— g— — — B— p— — —  = 
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I  FIT,  STYLE.  AND  QUALITY  GUARANTEED  | 

I  $18.00  to  $40.00  I 

I  CLEANING,  PRESSING,  AND  REPAIRING  | 


I  Knox  Tailoring  Company  | 
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I  All  the  New  and  Nobby  Styles  at  our  | 


% 


HAT 

STORE 


cr 


Knox  Tailoring  Company 


Piedmont  Building  § 
Greensboro,  N.  C.  | 
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I  Howerton’s  Drug  Store 

I  PRESCRIPTION  DRUGGIST  | 

I  AGENTS  FOR  NORRIS  AND  JACOBS’  CANDIES  Guilford  Hotel  Corner  | 
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I  Broadway  Cafe 


THE  MOST  SANITARY  | 

CAFE  IN  THE  CITY  | 

Opposite  PosloflBce  p 

Phone  613  = 
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You  are  being  fitted  now  to  shortly  take  | 
up  the  problems  of  state  and  nation.  | 

Clean  living  and  correct  dress  will  be  fac-  | 
tors  of  your  success — don’t  wear  snobish  | 
or  freakish  clothes,  but  select  your  apparel  | 
from  correctly  modeled  and  perfectly  | 
tailored  garments.  If  you  will  let  us  serve  j 
you  we  will  guarantee  satisfaction  in  every  | 
particular.  “Long  Live  the  Sage.”  | 


CRAWFORD  &  REES 

300  SOUTH  ELM  STREET 


Pritchett  &  Scott  Grocery  Company  | 


FRESH  PRODUCE  IN  SEASON  | 

FINE  LINE  OF  CANNED  GOODS  j 
CHOICE  COFFEES  | 


Call  Us  •  We  Give  Prompt  Service 


988  Ashboro  St. 


Phones  2263-2264  | 
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I  VANSTORY’S 

I  For  Quality 


I  Exclusive  Agents  For  I 

I  “Society  Brand  Clothes”  for  Young  Men  | 


I  INVESTIGATE 

I  The  Different  Kinds  Before  You 

I  Buy 


I  That  is  what  we  did.  Our  experience  of  twenty  years 
I  investigation  has  taught  us  what  pianos  will  win  your  favor. 


I  Schomacker,  Emerson,  W.  &  E.  Knabe  | 
I  and  Lindeman  &  Sons,  are  the  makes  I 
I  sold  by  the  Largest  Piano  Store  in  | 
I  the  world.  I 
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I  Frazier  Piano  Company  | 

^  “The  Oldest  Piano  Store  in  This  Territory"  p 
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